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MISCELLANY POEMS. 

THE PROCESSION: 

ON THE FUNERAL OF QUEEN MART. 

BY MR. STEELE*. 1695. 

HP H £ days of man are doom'd to pain and ftrife ; 
-*■ Quiet and eafc are foreign to our life : 
No fatisfa^ion is, below, (inccre ; 
Plcafurc itfelf has fomething that 's fcvere 1 
But long the fickle, wayward Britilh iflc 
Its forrows did with flattering joys beguile ; 

To 

* This diftinguiflied writer, who was a mativ^e of Dublin 
(hi* father being private fecrttary to James duke of Ormond), 
was educated with Mr. Addifon at the Charter-houfe. His 
inclination taking a military turn, he entered into the 
guards, where he foon obtained an enfign's commiffion ; 
4nd in that Nation commenced author, by writing hia 
^^Chriflian Hero," printed in 1791, and' infcidbed to the 

Vol. IV. J| lord 



A MISCELLA NY P OE MS. 

To wild excefs their frantic humours fly, 
While William's flowing fortunes huoy them high.,; 
But achill damp and faintnefs fcize on all, 
By dread Maria's univcffal fall: 

Thetr 

lord Cutts, under whom he ferved ; and followed in the 
next year'by ** The Funerjd," a cotoedy; which recom- 
mended lum to the notice or king William, bufr too late in 
that monarch's life to be of any ufe to Mr. Steele. In 
1703 his "Tender Hulband" was aftcd j as was " Th-e 
** Lying Lovers" in 1704. His next appearance as a wrl- 
.ter was, in .his awn words, " in the ^ality of the loweft 
-** minilter of ftate, as gazetteer ;" an office he owed to Mr. 
Addifon's introducing him ta thcicarls jof Hallifax airf Sun- 
clerland. In 1709 he began " The Tatler j** andwasiboa 
.after made one of the commiflioners of the ft amp-office. 
When ♦he .laid, do wtt this paper, we are told by Mr. Gay, 
•** his difappearing feemed to be bewailed as fome general 
•'* calamity : every one wautedJo agreeable .an amufcment: 
'* and the coffec-houfes began to be fenfible that the Efquirc's 
#< lucubrations alone Ji&d bcought them more cuftemers than 
** all rheir other ^ew-Srpapers jjut together. It muft indeed 
*<1)C confeflfed, that never man threw-up his pen under 
- <* ftrongcr temptations to have employed it longer ; his re- 
•*' putation -was at a greacer height than, -I believe, -ever 
*' any living author's was before him. It is reaf^nable to 
<« fuppofe{;that -his ^gains were propottionably confiderable-; 
« everyone lead him with pleafure and good-will ; and the 
' « Tories, in rcfpeft to his other good qualities, had almoft 
-^* forgiven his unaccountable imprudence in declaring againll 
**' ihcm. Laftly* it .jwas highly improbable, if he threw off 

«*a.ch«. 



T H fi P R O C K S S I O N. 

Their wonted luxury all orders leave, 
AVich joint confent to be their fclves, and grieve. 
From dirtant homes the pitying nations come, 
-A mourning world ^fttsnds hertothc tomb : 



The 



** a charaSer, Ihe Tdeas of which were fo ftrongly irapreflcil 
** in every one's mind, however finely he might write in any 
•** new form, that he "should meet with the fame reception. 
-<* To give you my own thonghts- of this gentleman's writings, 
^' I (hall in 'the firft place obfer\'e, that there is this noble 
** difference between him and all the reft of our polite and 
' " gallant authors : the latter have endeavoured to plcafe the 
*' age by falling-in with them, and encouraging them in 
** their faihionable vices, and falfe n6tions of things. It 
<* would have been a jeft fomc time fince, for a man to h«ve 
" afferted that any thing witty could be laid in praife of a 
*f marridd ftate ; or tnat devotion and virtue were any way ne- 
<* ceffary to the charafter of a fine gentleman. Bickerftaffven- 
" turcd to tell the town, that they Avere a parcel of fops, fools, 
^ << and vain coquettes ; but in fuch a oianner, as even pleafed 
'** them, and made them more'than half-inclined to believe 
" that 'he fp6kc truth. Inftead of complying with the fslfe 
■<* fentiments or vicious taftes of the age, either in morality^ 
" criticifm, or godd-breeding ; he has boldly alTurcd them, 
" that they were altogether in the wrong, and commanded 
" them, with an authority which perfeftly well became him, 
" t» forrendcr themfelves to his arguments for virtue and 
" good-fenfe. It is incredible to conceive the effcft his 
** writings have had no the town ; how many thoufand fol- 
" lies they have either ig^bite baniihed, or given a very great 
"check to 5 how tnuch countenance they have added to. 
B z << virtue 



4 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

The poor her firlSi;:and deepcft mourners are, 
Pirft in her thoi^its, and earlieft in her care ; 
All hand in hand vvith common friendly woe. 
In poverty, our native ftate, they go : 



Some, 



" virtue and religion ; Yi^ many people they have rendered 
*' happy, by (hewing them it was their own fault if they 
'* were not foj and, laftly, how entirely they have convinced 
" our fops and young fellows of the value and advantages of 
** learning. He has indeed refcubd it out of the hands of 
'^ pedants and fools, and discovered the true method of 
" making it amiable and. lovely to all mankind. . In the 
" drefs he gives it, it- is a rnoft welcome gucft at tea-tables 
<< aqd aflembliea, and i» reliihcd and car^fled by th£ mer> 
** chants on The Change \ accordingly there is pot one lady 
** at court, nor a banker in Lombard*ftreet, who is not ve- 
" rily perfuaded, that Captain Steele is the greateft fcholar 
" and bcft cafuifl of any man in England," In 1710-11, in 
concert with Mr. Addifon, he fet up *< The.Speftator j*' a 
work,..whIch| as Dr. John fon obferves,.". comprizes precepts 
** qf .critlcifm, fallies of invention^ defcriptions of life, and 
** Ipfturcs of virtue ; it employs wit in the caufe of truth, and 
« makes elegance fubferviept to piety ;. it has now for more 
' *' than half a century fupplied the Englifli nation, in a great 
" nipafure, with principles of fpeculation, and rules of prac- 
** tice ; and given Addifon a claim to be numbered among 
"the bepefaftors of mankind," In 1712-13, . Mr. Steele 
beg;an " The Guardian;" and in 1713, " The Englifhman,'* 
under which latter title he began a fecond coUeftion in I7I5» 
In 1713 he was chofen member for Stockbridge; but was 
expelled March j^ 17139 for ioBxe libellous paragraphs in 
4 " The 
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Some, whom unftablc errors did engage, . 
By luxury in youth, to need in age : 
Some who had virgin vows for wedlock broke, - 
And, where they help expeftetl, foimd a yokes 

Others, 

^''•The En'glifhmtn." — "I «m in a thouTand troubles for 
** poor Dick.,'* (fays Mr. Aildifon, in a letter to Mr. 
• Hughes, Oftober 12, 1713)? " and wifh that his zeal for 
*<thc publick -may not be rolnous to hlmfelf; but be has 
** fent rtevrord, that he is determined to go on ; and that 
"any advice I can give him in this particular will have 
*« no weight with him." Mr. Aduifon (as the event (hewed) 
was too true a prophet. — In the eighth number of " The 
" EngViftiman," 0£t. 2?, 1713, Mr. Steele inferted a letter, 
giving, notice that ^* The Crifis" was then ready for the 
prefs ; and concluding in thele v.ords : " The price of this 
" difcourfc will be bur one IhlHing ; and perfons who are 
**-willJ«g to fuhfcrlbe for numbers of themj are deli red lo 
** kavc thfir names and fuch nrmbcra with Mr. Samuel - 
" Buckley, at the Dolphin in Lltilc Britain. I beg the fa- 
"vour of you to infert this in your very next paper; for I 
" Ih^U, govern myfelf in the number I prirK accordini; to the 
" number of fubfcriptioos." After the fubfcri|>tion hnd coh- 
tiHued open, more than two months, •*< The Englilhman,'* 
Number 26, J)cc. 26, acquainted the public, that, " at the 
" def^rc of fcveral ladies of quality, the j)ublicatK)n of ** The 
"Crifis" is put olV rill the I'trnale woild have esprefied their 
" zeal for the publick, by a fubftriptlon as large as that 
''■made among tlie other fex.'* This pamphlet at length. • 
appeared on the 19th of January, t''I4. la the revl- 
ial and correAion of it, he was aiiincd by Bilhop Uoaolly^ 
B 3 M^,. 



€ .MISCELLANY F O^KMBi, 
Others, who ia their want feel double weight 
From the remembrance of a plenteous Hate ; 
There mothers walk, who oft clefpairing flood, 
Pierc'd with tlveir infants' deafening, fobs for food ; 

Their 

Mr. Addifon, Mr. .L«chmere> and Mr. Minfhall.— AT the- 
cad of 1713, Mr. Steele began **Thc Lover;", and in 17149. 
** The Reader/* In this year he appeared as editor of a vo- 
lume of Mifccllaneous Poems ; and wrot© *' The Roralih 
« Ecclcfiaftlcal Hiftory of late Years ;? and in 1715, « An 
** Account of the State of the Roman Catholic Religion 
** throughout the. World." In April that year,, he vras 
knighted by king George I ; who had before. appointed him 
iurveyor of the royal ftables at Hampton Court, and governor 
of the royal company of comedians. In- the fame year he 
collcfted feveral of- his pieces into a volume, .under, the title 
of ** Political Writings ;'.* and publiihrd a paper called 
"The Town Talk ;^'' in 17 iS, "'An Account of the Fifh 
"Pool;" in 1719, "The Spinficr/' and." A Letter to the 
" Ea»l of • Oxford concernii>g the Bill of Peerage :'.' and,. 
Januarys 2, .1719-ao,, began "The Theatre;" a taflc which 
f<'ems to have been foon laid aiide. In thetwenty-eighrh 
number the Author obfcrved, that this paper "■ was not the 
" produft of a mind at eafe, but written by a ma^i neither 
<* out of pawn in body, or mind ; . yet forced to fufpend the 
** anguifh of both with the addition of powerful men foli- 
** citing his ruin, Ihy looks from his acquaintance, furly be- 
** haviour from his domefticks, with all the train of public 
« and private calamity." He took leave of the town with a 
promife of ** printing a new comedy called Sir John Edgar ;" 
and at the fame time foiicited fupport'in a dclign^-by which 

mlkht 
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Then to a dagger ran, with threatening eyes 

To llab their bofoms, and to hufli their cries ; 

But in the thought they ftopp'd, their locks they torc^, 

Threv7 down the {feel, and cruelly forbore. 

The innocents their parent's love forgive. 

Smile at their fitc, nor know they arc to live : 

Thefe modeft wants had ne'er been undcrftood, - 

But by Mana's cunning to be good i ■. 

None- 

inight'be divided *' above ten per cent, fix times a year." Sir 
Richard was fmartly attacked for " The Theatre" by Mr,' 
Dennis, when he had publilhed fix numbers, in a pamphlet 
called « The CharaaeYs -and Condua of Sir John Edgar," 
the name he hJsid aflumed in that publication. (This latter' 
paper, « The Town TalTc," and "The Spin fter," have not 
yet been coileaed into volumes.) —On the'23d of that month, 
his patent of governor of the royal' comedians was revoked; 
on which he printed a ftate of the cafe between the lord' 
chamberlain and himfelf, computing his lofs at almoft 
10,000 1. He publilhed " The Crifis of Propeny," Jan, 
31, 1719-20; and, "A Nation- a Family; being the Se- 
<• quel of " The Crifis of Prbpcny ;" or a Plan for the Im- 
"provement of the- South-Sea Propofal," Feb. 24.— " The 
**ConfcIous Lbvers" was afled with great fuccefs in 1722 ; 
and the king, tn whom it was dedicated, gave him 500 1. 
Sbme years before his death, h^ grew paralytic, and retired 
tn-his feat at Llangunner near Caermarthen in Wales; 
•where he died, September i, 1729. He had 'been twice 
married ; and his great cfteem for his fecond lady is teilified 
in a dedication to " The Ladies Library."— It appears by. 
his «* Reader^" May 3, 1714, that he had materials for a- 
B~4.. Hiaojy 
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None on their flate now cad a pitying eye, 
Hear their complaints, or will their want fupply ; 
They m6ve as if they went (fo deep *s their moan) 
Not only to her grave, but to their own ; 
That were rdicf, but coming days they mourn^ 
Opprefs'd with life, and fearful to return. 

With dread concern the awful Srnatc came. 
Their grief, as all their pafiTions, is :\ic fame. 

Hiftory of the war in Flanders j which he prbpofed to 
print in folio, but <Iid not execute. Thefe papers afterwards- 
tame into the hands of Mr. Mallet; to whom 500]. wa» 
bequeathed by the dutchefs of Marlborough, to write the 
life of her deccafed lord. It was intended by the dutchefs to- 
have been performed jointly by Mr. Glover and Mr. Mallet, 
under the immediate infpefiion of lord Chefterfield : but Mr^ 
Glover reiigned the undertaking j and although it is probable 
that his colleague had the papers dircfted by the dutchefs de- 
livered to him, and it is certain was feveral years employed 
about the work (which, he informed the duke of Marlborough 
in a dedication to his poems, lySzy was fo far executed, that 
he hoped feon to prefent it to him) ; yet it is faid, at the time. 
«f Mr. Mallet's death, in April, 1765, he had made but. 
fmall progrefs in it. — Sir Richard was one of the laft eminent 
men who entertained hope; of being fuccefsful in the purfuit 
of the Philofopher's Stone ; a circumftance alluded to in the 
following couplet of " The Britilh Ccnfor," a fatire leveled 
at Steele, in 171 2 : 

'' A Chemift now, whole vain projection broke, 
" Was not his fenfc in part diffolv*d in fmoke ?" 
His Laboratory was at Poplar, a village near London ; and 
is now converted into a garden-houft.-^ See an excellent poe- 
sical charader of Mr. Steclej in voh Illt p. 77. N. 

The 



THE PROCESSION. 9 

The next aflcmbly diflipatcs our fears, . 
The (lately mourning throng of Britifli peers r 
There is each member ikill'd, and able known 
For every weighty purpofe of a throne j 
T' adorn or to defend their native ifle, 
Or jarring neigKbour ftates to reconcile ; 
But mod from Ormond's port our fouls we chear^ 
And hecatombs expeft for every tear : 
For to the foe is certain vengeance fent. 
When heroes fufFer, and the brave lament ; 
To one their every charafter may fall, 
Somers, th' accompli&'d tongue which. fpeaks them alL 
That comprehenfive man, unikill'd in nought, ^ 

With all the arts of learn'd alTemblies fraught; 
Ready his wit, his language free and pure, 
His judgement quick and fudden, yet mature ; 
He can their different powers at once difpenfe^ 
So juftly is he form'd to fpeak their fenfe : 
But now dumb fbrrow reprefents them more 
Than e*er his powerful eloquence before ; 
Though, when his lips with their known fweetnefs flovv^ 
The world *s as filent as himfelf is now. 

Now all are paft, yon* wondrous man appears. 
We yield to gay diftrefs and comely tears : 
Villiers ! ♦ a name defign'd by Nature chief, 
T' invite to joy, or reconcile to grief. • 
The grofs of men were to coarfe ufes born, 
But Heaven made him creation to adorn ; 

* Edward baron Villiers of Hoo, and vlfcount Villiers-of 
Dartford ; created carl of Jerfey^Odk. 3, 1697 ; died in A\^- 
guft, 1 711. N. 
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With inix*d difturb*d dcligbt by all is feen 

His moving manner, and his fpeaking mien ;; 

Rage, pity, and difdain, at once we trace. 

In the diffracted beauties of his face ; 

We meafure his each ftep, each motion fcan^ 

The grief of woman ! but the (Iren^th of man ! ' 

To fuch an height his fwolh affli£lions grow, 

H* inf^ires tKe ffeed he leads * with human \yoe ; 

The generous bead looks back to*s purple fide,s 

And now laments what was before his pride : 

Ko more at voice of martial raufick bounds,. 

He feels new paflions as the trumpet founds ki 

N6r knows what power his courage dole away. 

But heaves into big (ighs when he would neigh. 

Here at a (land our vt'eary'd forrow feems, 

Rack'd with new formsj and lortur'd with extremes ; : 

Ere this fad triumph pafs'd, we found relief, 
Continued 'anguifh loft tlie fenfe of grief ; 
But (lill the chariot fainting force fuppjy'd. 
Anew we all'reviv'd, anew we dy'd'; 
Grief' did all bounds ambitioufly deny,.. 
SwtU'd every breaft; and melred every eye. 
Lo ! Death himfelf I See him triumphant ride 4 ' 
ho ! the grim Being moves witK fullcn pride j . 
His jaws are glutted for tlVcnfuingyeari 
He '11 ihun our cities, and our armies fpare r 
The mourners, plac'd on high with' looks dejedt, , 
With down- intended look's our fouls dire£t, 

^ • Lord Villiers was maftcr of the horfe to Qi^cm 'Mary. 

N. 
Gold, 
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Gold, puq>le, tilTue, crowns enchant the fight, 
And move our grief, ilwt us*d logive delight. 
There drowfy^ g^rns their nature know no more» 
But gather darkncfs now, as light before ;. 
There all that 's bright, i'th'-widow'd world is feen^. 
Too faint t* exprefs «v*n the departed QUecn.- 

No mortal beauty yet recalls an eye, 
The next bright obje£(s pafs negle6led by> 
Bur, as the fair-ones march^ the. lengthening row. 
Ihfpires a mere familiar kindly woe : 
One univerfal face. their paHioa wears, . 
But Derby * hides in vain her gufliing tean { , 
In her, Affliction takes an tbje6t (late,. 
Something fo very low, yet very great ; 
No linglc caufe fo dif&rent grief could fend,i. 
She weeps as fuhje6V, fervant, and a friend : 
To clofe the pomp, the fair attendant maids- 
Appear true angeh drcfsM like fanoy'd fhades^ • 
Their clouded beauties fpeak man *s gaudy flrife,* 
The glittering -mifcrics -of human life.- 

Who that thefe palling obfequies had fecn. 
Would c*cr- believe this were that very Queen ; 
Tliat very .Qoeen, whom Heaven fo lately gave 
A crown, in the fame place where, now, a gravel ! 
I fee her yet. Nature and Fortune's pride, 
A fcepi^re graced Iwr hand, a King- her fide, 

♦ Elizabeth countefs of Derby, eldcft daughter of Tfibmas 
nrHf OiTory, and iifter to the great duke of Ormoiidi The 
earl of Perby was one ni the fupporters of the pail* N. 

Celeftul 
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Cdeftial youth ami beauty did impart 

Ecftatic vifion to the cokleft heart : 

We faw her childreft fliould fucceed her fvray. 

And future mbnaith's round lier table play. 

Her<people's actiamations rend the fkies. 

The echoing firmament returns their crfw- ■ 

She, unconcerned and carelefs all the while. 

Rewards theit loud applallfes with a fmUe j 

With ^fy majefty and humble ftate, 

Smiles at the trifle Power, and knows its date. 

What being prov'd fo futtoully inclin'd. 

For power each morn affum'd, each night rcfign'd } 

So (hort a period «o her glories given, 

The crime of Fate> and die reproach of Heaven ! 

But to the facred fane the pomp is led. 
The wide capacious palace of the dead. 
What hands commit tlw beauteous, good, and jufl>- . • 
The dearer part of William, to the duft ? 
In her his vital hicat, kis .gjory Jies, . 
In her the Monarch Uv-d", in her he dies. 
One was their fobl : while he fecur'd her reft. 
War's hard&ip^' f«t(Q^d luxurious to his bread ( 
And, he abroad, ao .peace repofc could yield ; 
She ft^lt the didant dangers of the field. 
No form of ftate makes tiie great man forego 
The talk du^ to hcr love,.aod to lus..woe j 
Since his kind frame can't the l^.rge fuffering bear. 
In pity to Im pC(Cfi^)e, he 's not here : 
JFor to the mighty Jofs we now receive, 
The next aQiSion were xo fee him grieve. 

HORACE, 
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And gutter o'er a^» fall, 

A«^'^"*'^'ety worth to (hew, 
'T«notforrj^*;,^,foe, 

I dare not, ^^ » engage 5 

^orfnny,m»«^^^,,»rtdtbtne. 
l^l«toiousAn»;;|i,ft^n 
I^*'^*^rifingtheiSan 
la lofty °««'^?ftant%'orWs h« arms, 
- Tbatbearstodft^n^^„^i,Halarm.» 

And frig^^'^'X'conduft tell. 
Sis courage and to c^^^^^^^ 

la trifling '*^*"^„anttrftt«; 
^ let, ambitious «*«^le«^xt, 
^•^'•^"^SBrStpearstransii.f. 
, And Gaul. r^»J,^,ift,ef. and m^en 

Of dames cxp«»"6 
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'From the, gay noife, affc£led air, 
And little follies of the fair, 
A flcnclcr ftock of fame I'raffe, 
And diaw from others faulcs ray praife^. 

TO MR. CONGREVEf; 

•OCCASIONED BY HIS "WAY OF THE WORLD." 
BY MR. STEELE. 
'TTTHEN Picafure's falling to the low dcHght, 

^ '^ In the vainjoys of the uncertain fight i 
"No fenfe of Wit when rude fpcftators know, 
^ut in diClorted geflure, farce asd ihow; 
•How could, great Author, your afpiring mind 
iDare to write only to the few rcfin'd ! Yet, 

* As he had at this period diftinguiihed himfelf by three 
> comedies, tad feems here to iniiauate that he had a- turn for 
•r th© lighter fpecies of poetry.; it is rather, furp^ieing that we 
have no more of his, poems, I imaging, however, that'fome 
««f the verfes by anonymous authors in this volume, which 
^re faid to be from Mr. Stetle's colledion, are his own. N. 

f To this gentleman Mr. Steele thus infcribed his volume of 
** Mifcellancous 'Poems :** " My name, as publiflicr of the 
: following mifcellanies, I am fenfible, is i>ut a flight recom- 
mendation of them te the publlck ; but the Town's opinioi^ 
• of tucm will be raifed, when" ir Tecs them addreflcd to Mr. 
»-Congreve. If the patron is but* known to have a tafte for 
what is prefented to him, it gives an hopeful idea of the 
work ; how much more,- when he is an acknowledged mailer 
of the art he is lefired to favour > Your j«ft fuccefs inthc va- 
-rious parts of poetry, will make your^approbation of thefoU 
.lowing Iheets a favour i» many iogeniotts gentlemen, whofe 
^«aiddly waat^ the fan£kien of fuch an authority. Men of 
^ your 
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Tec, though that nice ambition you purfue, 
Tis not in Congreve*s power to pleafcbut few, 
:IiTjplicitly devoted to his fame, 
Well-drfcfs*d" Barbarians know his awcful name i 
Though fenfelcfs they *re of nwrth, but when they laugliy 
As they feel wine, but when, till dronk, tlw;y quaff. 

On you/ from Fate, a lavilh portion- fril, 
la crery way. of wnting to nxcell. 

Tout 

your talents oblige the woBd, when* they zre ftudious ta pr9- 

<luce in others the limilitude of their excellences. Your great 

difceming lA dlftingu'iftiing the characters of mankitid, whtch 

is manifefted in your comedies, renders your good opfnioii-« 

J,uft icMMidattoa for the efteem of other men. I know, indeed^ 

'o« argument againitthefe collet ions, in companfon o( any 

other Tonfon has heretofore printed ; but that there arc in ic 

. no verfes of youra : that gentle, free, and -eafy faculty, which 

alfo in iongs, and tfhort poems, ymi poffefs -abore ail others, 

. difttnguiihes itf^lf wbere-ever it appears. 'I cannot but in- 

''ftance your intmltaMe Doris, which excels, for politentfs, 

"fiiic raillery, and courtly fatire, any thing we can meet with 

in- any language. 'Give me leave to tell you, that when 'I 

confider your capacity this way, I cannot enough applaud the 

goodnefs of yoiir mind, that has given (o f&w exampies of 

thefe feverities, under the temptation of (b great applaufe at 

the ill-natured world bellows on them, though addrefied 

wkhont any mixture of -your delicacy. 'I cennot'kave my 

favourite Doris, without tsking-iiotix^e how much that Ihort 

perfocmance difeovers= a true knowledge of life. Doris is (!>« 

urhara^er of a libertine woman of condition, -and the fatire is 

•woiked up accordingly : for people of (],uaiity are feldom 

touched 
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Your Mufe applaufe to Arabella brings, 
Tn notes as fwcet as Arabella fings. 
Whene'er you draw an undiflembled woe, 
With fwect diftrcfs your rural numbers floW; 
P^Hora 's the complaint of every Twain, 
Paflora ilill the echo of the plain ! 
Or, if your Mufe defcribc, with warming force, 
The wounded Frenchman falling from his horfe j 

touched with any reprefentation of their vices, but in a light 
which makes them ridiculous. As much aS'I efteem yoa 
' far your excellent writings, by which yon are an honour to 
our nation; I ch«fe rather, as one that has pafled many 
happy hours with you, to celebrate that eafy condeicenfion of 
n^nd, and comvaand of a pleasant imagination,, which give 
you the jincommon pra^fe of a^ man of wit, always to pleafe» . 
aod never to ofiend^ . No one, after . a joyful evening,' can 
refl«ft upon an cxpreflipn of Mr. Con^greve's, that dwells upoa 
h|m with pain. In a man capable of exerting himfelf any 
way, this (whatever the vain and ill-natured may jhink of . 
tl^c matter) is,an excellence above the brighteft fallics of ima- 
gination. The reflexion upon this mod equal, amiable, and 
corre^ behaviour, which can be obferved only by your inti- 
mate acquaintance* has. quite diverted me from acknow- 
ledging your feveral excellences as a writer ; but to dwell 
particularly on thofe fubje£ts, would have no very good effeft 
-upon the following performances of myfelf and friends : thus, . 
I cpnfefs to yQU,,your jnodefty is fpared only by my vanity, 
and yet I hope you will give : me leave to indulge it yet 
further, in telling all the world, I am, with great troth, 
^ix, your moft obedient, and moA .humble fervant, 

Richard Steele." 
And 
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And her own William, glorious in the ftrifc, 
Beftowing on the proftratc foe his life : 
You the great a£k as generoufly rehearfe. 
And all the Engli& fury 's in your vcrfe. 

By your fele6^ed fcenes and handfome choice. 
Ennobled Comedy exalts her voice ; 
You cl^ck iinjuil efteem and fond defire. 
And teach to fcorn -what elfe we (hould admire ; 
The juft impreffion taught by you we bear. 
The player a^s the world, the world the player*. 
Whom ftill that world* unjuftly difefteems. 
Though he alone profefTes what he fecms. 

But, when your Mufe alfumes her tragic part. 
She conquers and ihe reigns in every heart ; 
To mourn with her, men cheat their private woe. 
And generous |)ity 's all the grief they know ; 
The widow, who, in^)atient of delay. 
From the town-joys muft malk it to the play. 
Joins with your Mourning- Bride's refilUefs moait. 
And weeps a lofs the (lighted when her own. 

YoQ give us torment, and you give us eafe. 
And vary our afFc^ions as you plcafc ; 
Is not a heart fo kind as yours in pain, 
To load your friends with cares you oniy feign ; 
Your friends in grief, composed yourfelf, to leave? 
But 'tis the only way you '11 e'er deceive. 
Then ftill, great fir, your moving power employ. 
To lull our forrow, and corre£i our joy. 

* *' Totus mundus agit hiftrlonem j" an old theatric motto. K« 
. V^j.. IV. C EPIGRAM 
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EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL*. 

BY MR. S T E E L E.' 

' TTT" HEN my bright confort, now nor wife nor maid, 

Aiham'd and wanton, of embrace afraid, 
Fled to the dreams, the (breams my fair betrayM ; 
To my fond eyes (he all tranfparent flood, 
She blufh'd, I fmil'd at the (light covering flood. 
Thus through the glafs the lovely lily glows, 
Thus through the ambient gem (hines forth the ro&. 
I faw new chafms, and plung'd to feize my (lore, 
KilTes I Aiatch'd, the waves prevented more. 

• With all pcrfons who have made good fehfe the rule of 
a(Elion, marriage is defcrlbcd as the itate capable of the higheft 
human felicity. Tully has ppiftles full of aftcAionate plea- 
fure, when he writes to his wife, or fpeaks of his children. 
But above all the hints of this kind I have met with in writers 
of ancient date, lam pleafed with an epigram of Martial, in 
honour of the beauty of his wife Cleopatra. Commentators 
fay, it was written the day after his wedding-night. When 
his fpoufe was retired to the bathing-room In the heat of the 
day, he, it fcems, came in upon her when (he was ju ft going 
into the water. To her beauty and carriage on that occafion- 
we owe this epigram. STEELr.-*See In The Spectator, No. 
490, fome excellent remarks'on this fubje^. N» 
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PROLOGUE* TO "LUCIUS,*^ 

A TRAGEDY BY MRS. MANLEY, 

BYSIRRlCHARDSTEELEf. 

"^^TAT Lee, for buikins famM, would often fay, 
"*• To Stagc-fuccefs he had a certain way j 
Something for all the people muft be done> 
And with fome circumdance each order won $ 

^ See the Epilogue by Prior, Engltlh Poets, voL XXX. 
p. i7i. N. 

-f- To Sir Richard Steele Mrs. Manley infcribcd her play# 
** While common Dedications {(he obfcrves) are fluffed with 
pzinful paacgyricks, the plain and houeft bufinefs of this, is 
only to do an a&. of julHce, and to end a former mifunder* 
(landing between the. author and him whom (be here makes 
her patron. In confideration that one knows not how far what 
ve have faid of each other may affeft our character in the 
•world, I take it for an aft of honour to declare, on my part, 
that I have not known a greater mortification than wben I 
have rcfleftcd upon the feverities which have flowed from a 
pen, which is now you fee dlfpofed as much to celebrate and 
commend you. On your part, your fincere endeavour to pro- 
mote the reputation and fuccefs of this Tragedy, arc infallible 
teflimouies of the candour and friendihip you retain for n^s, 
I rqoice in this public retribution ; and with pleafure acknow- 
ledge that I findby experience that fome ufeful notices, which 
1 had the good fonune to give you for your conduft in former 
life with fome hazard to myfelf, were not to be blotted out of 
your memory by any hardships that followed hem." — See 
the particulars of their difputes in Gibber's Life of Mrs* 
Manley^ and lA the « Supplement to Swift.'' >r. 

C z •TVi^% 
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Thh h^ thought eafy, as to make a treat, 
An5 for a Tragedy gave this receipt. 

*' Take me; faid he, a princefs young and fair. 
Then take a blooming viftor flufli'd with war ; 
Let him not owe to vain report renown, 
But in the ladies fight cut fquadrons down ; 
Let him, whom they themfelves faw win the field. 
Him to vvhofe fword they faw whole armies yield. 
Approach the heroine with dread furprize. 
And own no valour proof againft bright eyes : 
The boxes are your own — the thing is his. 
And ladies, as they near each other fit, 
Gry, " Oh ! how movingly that fcene is writ !*' 
For all the reft, with eafe, delights you'll ihape : 
Write for the heroes in the pit, a rape ; 
Gfive the firft gallery a ghoft ; on the upper, 
Beftow, though at that diftance, a good fuppcr. 
Thus, all their fancies working their own way. 
They 're plcas'd, and think they owe it to the play.'* 

But the' ambitious author of thefe fcenes 
With no low arts to court your favour means; 
With her, fuccefs and difappointment move 
On the jufl laws of Empire and of Love I 

|T0 CAPTAIN STEELE, ON HIS POETRY, 
BY MR. THOMAS BISHOP*. 

TILL now, I own, by partial kindnefs fway*d. 
And raihly to a grofs miftake betray'd, 
[ I thought our calm retreat and peaceful fliade 
To Vcrfe alone could lawful title plead. 

* M. A. of Wa'dham tfoHege, Oxford, June 26, 16S3; 
^hJch is all I can find about him. N. 

$ I much 
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I much admir*d to find a Mufe in arms, 

Begot in camps, and bred amidfl alarms ; ' ' • 

I judg'd her like the He6kors of the age, ^ 

Whofe wit is impudence, and oaths their rage. 

The Poets might their favourite God ajlow> 

In peace his tuneful lyr?^ in war his bow ; 

Buty fure, thofe jarring inflruments to join. 

Requires fuperior force, and power divine. 

I freely own my error^^iince in you 

I find the Hero and tlie Poet top a 

By double title you the laurel cjaim« 

And wing your daring flight to endlef&.fame. 

MR. BISHOP TO HIS MISTRESS. 
P I T Y, fair Charmer of my foul, thofe caresr 
"■• Your faithful flave in his curft abfencc bears^ 
Regard the racking tortures of my mind, 
And let my fufferings your compailion find* 
Not greater arc the agonies of death. 
When with relu£!ance we fefign our breath ; 
Scarce could my eyes fudain their latefl view. 
And my tongue faultei^d when I fpoke adieu i 
A Ihivering coldnefs feiz'd on every part. 
The vital dream was frozen round my heart i 
A ftupid dulnefs did each fenfe invade. 
As though, when you were gone, my foul itfelf were fled : 
Then fooa the feverifli heat again returns, 
And everyli'mb with utmod anguilh bum& 
Thus forae poor banifh'd wretch, condemn'd to roam^ 
In countries barbarous and realms unknown, 
.With longing eyes looks on his nadve home { 

C 3 ttv% 
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His fad remembrance grieves for pleafures paft, 
And mourDs the joys which he no more mud ^a(le« 



MR. BISHOP TO A LADY, WHO, IN THE LATE FTOltM> 

JUST LEFT HER CHAMBERBEFORE A CHI^NEV' 

FELL ON THE BED WHERE SHE LAY. 

T) A R D O N, fan- Maid, that, to congratulate ■ - 
-■• Your happy fortune, I dare tempt your hate ; 
Permit me in the public j6y'4to fhare, 
Though iilenc'd Love no larger part mud bear 7 ~ 
Let me have leave among the reft to come, 
That with officious gkdnefs crowd your room.. 
Bleft ii^oocence ! to whom indulgent Heavm 
So fure an tnftance of its love has given, 
Whofe guardian genius did fo gently warn,t 
To fly from death, and il^un apprpachmg harm H 
The (landing pile could, not fp well declare 
How virgin fweetnefs js tW Almighty^s gire { 
But the innoxioiis ruin doQS evince 
The flcady guard of watchful Providence. 
Luxurious Death grew proud ta pierce the hearty . 
Where blooming Cupi4 ne'er c«uld fix a dart ; 
But 'twas deny *d his facrilcgipus hand 
Should with the blood of fuch a^ prize be ilainM, 
May flill new mercies on ypur dangers wait. 
And frefb deliverance flay th' approach of .FafjB^I. 
With grateful zeal may all your praiies flow, 
JVnd pay your great Frefervcr wliat you owe !* 

ON 
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ON AN ENSUING STORM. 
. BY MR. BISHOP. 

/^ Thou Supreme, whofe unrvcrfal fway 
^^ To all extends whom Natute does dbcy; ' 
The facred diftates of whofe powerful will 
Each clement does in its courfc fulfil ; 
At whofe command tlie tlormy tempefh rage, • 
To deal thy vengeance on an impious age ; 
Let that bright hofl, who wait in the defence 
Of Virtue, Piety, and Innocence, 
Watch round the manfion of my charming fair. 
And make her fafety their peculiar care 1 
Or, if you call her to a hafly tomb, 
Let the fame fentence feal my worthlefs doom ; 
Unneceifary wi(h, when fhe is gone, 
In whom 1 liv'cf^ for whom I liv*d alone j 
On Death I need' riot for alliftance call 
* A iingle dart compleats 'a double fall. 

VERSES BY THE SAME, 

ONRSADINO "MB. 0*S APOLOGY FOR SELF-MURTH ER*.'* 

A WAY, deluding Fiend, thy counfels ceafc, 
^ ^ Nor lull my fanty to a dream of peace. 
Bleil Heaven 1 what images dod thou prefcnt ? 
What poiibnous medicines to reftore content ? 

Thou 

♦ i. c. Gildon*s. Charles GiWion, a Dramatic anthor, and 
one frequently mentioned in Mr. dope's works, la the ear- 
ly pairt of his life he was editor of the pofthumous works 
of Charles Blount, who deilroyed himfelf on account of Love. 
In the preface to this Collection, Mr. Gildon deCexvdi *xVv^ 
C 4 ^\^QC\v.% 
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Thou bid' ft me ihun the weight of mifery. 
And talk'ft how brave a thing it is to die ; 
That cowards only fear to tempt their fate. 
And will conipound for life at any rate : 
While true heroic valour fcorns to live, 
Or, woman->Uke, to figh, to whine, and grieve; 
But, urg'd by manly rage and fierce defpair, 
Refolves by one bold ftroke to end its care> 
And pafs the Stygian Lake devoid of fear. 

Know, cuift Deceiver, all thy arts I fee. 
Thy hidden malice, and black treachery. 
Though baulk'd of all the joys on earth I prize^ 
Thou flialt not rob roe of eternal blifs. 
Know, that I tremble not to lofe my breath. 
But dare the moil affrighting fenfe of death. 
And Ihould with fwiftnefs aft th* advice you gave. 
Were there no profpeft left beyond the grave : 
But 'tis the doom that waits the murtherer,. 
The dreadful flames referv'd, create my fear. 
The road of death can't my firm fouldifmay; 
Bu6, when it ends in Hell, I c^uit the way. 

Whene'er my glafs its lateft £and fhall run 
(Let my fad woes prevail it may n't be longf) 
Softly 'may I iigh out my foul in air I 
Stand thou, my pitying Guardian Angel, there !* 
Guide and conduft her through the milky way 
To die brrght region of eternal day ! 
There will her forrows find a furc releafe,. 
Unfullied joys begin, 'and everlafting peace, 
pra^icc of Suicide, and fcenis to thceaten to follow Mr. 
Blount's example. He lived, Jiowever, to entertain better 
icntiments ; and died Jan. iZf 1724. E. 

SONG. 
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SON a B Y MR^ B I S H O P; 

TTT HEN Wit and charming Beauty mcct^ 

^ ^ To form an excellence divine, 
I own the conqueft is compleat. 
And with a willing joy my heart leGgn : 
What fool fo mad to hope for liberty. 

When chains like yours can make us more than free } 
Tn true, Eugenia, your fair eyes. 

Had gain'd the conqueil long before. 
They made my heart your beauty's prize. 

But now your tongue has added fomething more*. 

Myfelf your flave by double force 1 find 

You /irft attack'd my paifions, now my mind. 

T HE CURE. BY THE SAME^ 

A T laft th* uneafy chain is broke j 
"^ "*" Thanks to my ftars, I now am free* 
Dcftru£kive Love no longer I obey. 
Nor to his law& my l\oE»age pay; 
With courage I dcfpife jiis yoke. 
And range at lil)erty. 
How could my flattering fancy hope to find: 
A beauteous ihe without deceit I . 
The fcx in general is a cheat, 
And why ihpuld I expe£b to meet 
ConAant and f^r in womanjpin'dl 

Fool that I was to be deceivM t 
And yet with fo much art the trairt was hid, 
In fuch a pleating draught the poifoa was conveyed, 

i with im|>1ick ^th iMi^Ucv W - l^cr^ 
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How charming was each treacherous fmile ! 

What foftnefs did in every look appear ? 
A credulous heart (he might with eafe beguile, 

Where fwelling hbpci had left no room for fear. 

Oft, on my amorous brcaft reclin'd. 

Her bending head Miranda laid ; > 

Andy while I ftrove t* unfold my labouring riiind, ^ 
She kindly liftenM to each word I faid. 

While eternal love t vow'd, 

Her looks apprbving pleafurc fhew*d ; 
When from her lips I fnatch'd a halmy kifs. 

Her iighs confefs'd, (he felt a ihare of blifs r 
Love's kind difguifd fhe with fuch art put on, 
Had (he been true fhe could no more have done. 

Here ftop, ipy Mufe, and prudently forbear: 
The captivating charms no more repeat. 
Left they again enfnare ; 
Thofc Powers thou lately didft adore 
Become viftorious as before. 
And all thy reafon's force defeatv 
Ko let her falfehood urge thy keene'ft fpite ; 
With bittereft gall and pointed malice write $ 
Tell how the Syrtn praftis'd to betray, 
With all the wily arts and treachisryj 
With deep deceit and forgery, 
Made thy ft>nd unfufpe£ling heart her prcyl 
The hiding veil thrown off, wc fee 
The monfter's loath'd deformity $ 
No more the gawdy charms can pleafe. 
No more the painted beauty ftrikes our eyes ; 
The Muiic once diSoifd, the fexpetttilingUfs liet . 

Curft 
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Curft is the wretch, whoe'er he be, 
Whofc doatiog fcnfc, by Love betray'd. 
To Beauty is a captive madti 
And iufFcrs under female tyranny; 

Woman, whofc malicious will 
Deiigns his ruin, whofe each fmile can kill! 
If with Woman you compare 
The fleeting Wind, the faithlefs Sea ; 
Lefs fantaftic thefe appear, 
And but faint emblems of Incondancy. 
Though fome doating Poet feign 
A Virgin fair, whofe flowing wit 
And equal judgement in proportion meet. 
In whom a thoufand graceful Virtues fliine. 

Like Minerva, all divine. 
She too muil be the offspring of: the brain. 

ON CLOE'S PATCHES. BY MR. BISHOP. 

O O looks the fmiling face of day 
*^ In Heayen*s gloomy black array 
Of inoffenfive clouds, that fly 
O'er the bright fnrface of the iky ; 
From whence appears the purer light. 
More fplendid by the foil of night. 
As Cloe in her patches deckt. 
That more divine her charms reflet ^ 
More lovely thus her looks appear. 
With fweeter grace and fofter air s 
So Beauty reconciles extremes, 
Aad bxightneft ihme» in jetty beams*. 

o m 
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ON HER AiTASK. BY MR. BISHOP. 

A H r happy Malk, that often lies 
•^^ A veil o*er Love's bleft paradifc, 
There keeps each bboming fwoet that grows^ 
The fnowy lily, purple rbfc ! 
Preferve them ever fafe, to fhew - 

How pure by Nature fir ft they grew ; 
The facrcd ftore with care maintain^ 
Whjch let no vulgar eyes prophane ; 
But, when poor Damon (hall appear, 
To charm his mind, and eafe his care. 
Then ftcal, kind Malk, with hafte away. 
And all the blifsful fcene difpky. 

ODE TO ST. CECILIA*> 
BYTHE SAME. 
/^ E CI L I A, charming Saint ! we raife, 
^ ^^ Our fouls to thee in fongs of praifoi ; 
Fill with feraphic ftrains our thoughts. 
With Heavenly mil tic tune our notes^e 
For none dare fpeak or fing of thee, 
Unlefs infpir*d by facred Harmony. A tune- 

* The twenty-fecond of November, a day appropriated by 
the calendar of the chirroh of Rome to Saint Gttfllia, was re- 
ligloully obferved" in moft partt of Europev ;This lady was 
eminently beautiful and pious, particularly ikilftil in muficy 
and a martyr fbr* the .Chriftian faith. Towards the latter 
end of the laft century an entertaiuitieot was. inftituted in 
commemoration of her, by many of the firft rank in this 
kingdom ; which was continued annually for a eonfidcrable 
time. A fplendid entertainment was. pr(>vided at Stationer* 
y.^lifX, which was conftantly precede! 'l>y a- performance of 

vocal 
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A tuneful concert then be raade, 
Bring in the Lute and Viol toovr aid ; 
The joyful train of indruments command. 

Taught by Cetilia's powerful hand. 
See how the trembling ftrings, all, at Cecilia't name. 
In grateful notes give back their Mufic whence it came : 
- Behold how they rejoice to move, [above. 

And celebrate her once abode below, as now her reiga 
The melancholy Flute forgets to mourn 

Forfaken DamoQ^« fad defpair { 

And all therifmg notes return 
^* Cecilia !" in a briik and more exalted air. 

Tir'd with the rough alarms of war, 
The martial Trumpet hither does repair, 

Joys with a milder blaft to fwell, 

And on Cecilia's praifes dwcli ^ 

Joys here a peaceful Saint to yield [field* 

Thofe founds, due to ihe fighting hero and the noify ' 

Tocal and iDftrumental mufic by the mod capital performers* 
This feaft is reprefehted by Mr. Mocteux, in 1 691, as ** one 
^ of the genteelell in the world ; there are no ibrmalitiet 
** -nor gatherings like as at others, and the appearance there 
•*' is fplendid." The words, which were always an encomium 
«n their patroness, were fet by Purcell, Blow, and others 
of the greateft eminence ; and it became the falhion for 
writers of .all ranks to celebrate Saint Cecilia. Dryden, 
Pope, Addifon, Ydden^ employed their talents on this fubj**^. 
We have alfo Odes to Saint Cecilia by Shadwell, D'Usfey, 
and fome ftill more iodifiercnt peots. But we may pardon the 
traih which this fertile fubjed has given birth to, on acccunt 
of. the excellence of Mr. Drydcn's moft admirable perform- 
ance. It appears by Mr. Motteux that there were, va. 
169X, ** admirable concerts in Charlcs«l\rcct Mkd XotV- 
huutiJt2£S," N. KsA 
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And the majeftic Organ, known 
Cecilia's care and art alone. 
That warms, us with divine defires. 
And kindles in our fouls feraphic fires ; 
The fouading Organ does afpire. 

With its monopoly 
"Of tuneful founds, to pierce the (ky j [clioir. 

And join witk-its own Saint in concert in the heavenly 

Cecilia's facred mcoiory, 
Whilft Mufic lives, fball never die ; . 
Mufic, the charming magnet of the whole, 
"Of Heaven -and Eaith the mighty foul ! 
Mufic, that fweetens all our fnirth, 
And gives new blooming joys their birth, 
That drives pale forrow from our breaii. 
And lulls our waking cares to refl; 
'Our willing foul rdfigns to thee, 
"Thou tun'ft its paffions to thy harmony : 
By thee 'tis led at every turn, 
-And even joys with thee to mourn ; 
'^<2^ick as its thoughts at every found flies out. 
And hovers o'er tlie trembling accent of each dying note. 

GRAND CHOJtVa. 

To Mufic and Cecilia's name 
. Let every year return the fame ; 
Whilft we the praife of both rehearfe 
In (bunding accents, grateful verfe ; 
And, in thofe praifes that we give. 
We ourfelves (hall jo) f ul live, 

1 : TO 
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TO THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH. 

lY-AH ANONTMOUSAUTHOR,FROMSTEELE's COLLICTlOlT 

"P Ardon, great Duke, if Britain's ftyle delights j 
"*• Or, if the Imperial title more invites, 
' Pardon, great Prince ! the failings of a Mufe, 
That dares not hope for more than your excufe^ 
Fo: c*d at a didance to attempt your praife. 
And fing your viftories in mournful lays. 
To cad in (hadows, and allay the light 
That wounds with nearer rays the dazzled (ight, 
' Nor durft in a dire^ and open ft rain 
Such a^s with her unhallow'd notes prohane: 
In towering verfe let meaner heroes grow. 
And to elaborate lines their greatnefs o\ye; 
Your a6):ions, own*d by every nation, want 
Praifes no greater than » foe may grant. 

Oh 1 when (hall Europe, by her Marlborough's fwotd^ 
To laiHng peace and liberty reftor'd. 
Allow her weary Champion a retreat, 
To his lov'd country and his rifmg feat? 
Where your.foft partner, far from martial ndife, y 
Your cares (hall fwccten with domcftic joys : ^ 
Your conqucfts (be with doubtful pleafurc heari. 
And in the roidft of every triumph fears; 
Betwixt her Queen and You divides her life, 
A Friend obfequious, and. a faithfvil Wife, 

Hail, Woodftockl hail, ye celebrated glades ! 
Grow fail, ye woods I and ^flouriih thick, ye ihades f 

Yc 
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Yc rifing towers, for your new Lord prepare. 
Like yrtur old Henry come from Gallia^ war. 
The General's arms as far the King's o'erpower. 
As this new ftrufture does furpafs the bower. 

The pleating profpe^s and romantic fcite, 
The fpacious compafs, and the ftatcly height. 
The painted gardens, in their flowery prime. 
Demand whole volumes of immortal rhyme ; 
And, if the Mufe would fecond the delign, 
Mean as they are, fhould in my numbers (hine; 
There live the joy and wonder of our ides, 
Happy in Albion's love and Anna's fmiles. 

While, from jhe Godlike race of Churchill born, 
Four beauteous Rofamonds this l)ower adorn, 
Who with the ancient Syien»<jf the place 
in charms might vie and every blooming grace; 
But, blefs'd with equal virtues had (he been. 
Like .them (he had t)een favoured by tTie Qgeen, 
Whom your high merit, and their own^ prefers 
To all the worthieft beds of England'*s Peers. 

Thus the great Eagle, when Heaven's wars arc o'cfj 
And the loud thunder has forgot to roar, 
Jfove's fires laid by, with thofe of Venus bums. 
To his forfaken mate and (hades returns ; 
On fomb proud tree more facred than the reft. 
With curious art lie builds iiis fpacious neft ; 
fn the warm fun lies balking all the day. 
While round their Sire the genero«s Eaglets play; 
Their Sire, well pleas'd to fee the noble brood 
JFiU all the Idftieft cedars of the wood. 

HORACE 
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HORACE, BOOK I. OPEIX. 

IMITATED BY MR, FENTON*. 

OInce the hills all around us do penance in faow, 
^ And winter's. cold blafts have l)cnumb*d us below ,- 
Since the rivers chain*d-up flow with the fame fpeed 
As criminals .mov« tow'rds the Pfalm they can't read; 

Throw 

^ Elijah Fenton, defcended from an antient family, and 
bom at Shelton, near Newcaftle under Line, in StafFordrtiire, 
being the yoangeftof twehre children, was intended, by his 
parents for the miniflry. He was fent to the uaiverfity o£ 
Cambridge, where he embraced principles very oppoiice to the 
gdvemraent, by which he became difqualiHed for entering into 
holy orders. After quitting the univerlity, he was for feme 
time u(her to Mr. Bonwicke, a celebrated fchool*mafler a& 
Headlcy in Surrey; and afterwards became fecretary to the 
earl of Orrery : but how long he remained in that ftation, we 
cannot afcertain. After he qttitted the fervice of this noble 
peer, it was his cuftom to pay a yearly vlfic in the country to 
his brother, who pofleflcd an eftate of loooL per annum. He 
was a man of great tenderncfs and humanity, and carried the 
faircft reputation. After a life at the clofe of it fpent in cafe and 
tranquillity, hcdicd at Eail-Hampftead-Park, near Oaliinghamy 
on the 1 3th. of July, 1730, much regretted by all men oftafte^ 
as, what isveryfingular, having ncvar been obnoxious to the re- 
fentmeiit of his brother-poets, Hepubliihed in 1 709 th« volume 
whence this and the follow ipg. poems ot his arc taken, undrr 
the.title of " Oxford and Cambridge Verles," printed for Lin- 
tott, without a date. In 1717 he f.ublilhcd a volume of his owa, 
Vol. IV- D- • .- pofias. 
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Throw whole oaks at a time, nay whole groves on the 
To keep out the cold, atkl new vigour infpire $ * ^ffirc. 
Ne'er wafte the dull time in impertinent thinking, . . 
But urge and purfue the grand bufinefs of drinking. 

poems, and in 1723 introduced upon the ftage his tragedy pf^ 
Mariamiie, built upon the ftory related of her in the third 
volume of The SpeAator, which the ingenious authbr coltefted 
out of Jofephus. He publifhed alfo a very fine e/iition of 
the works af Mr. Edmund W«ller, illuftrated with foil and 
vfefitl notes of hk own •; and wrote a Life of Miltoo* whick 
Pr. Johnfon very handfomelj commends. Mr.penton was 
much ^beloved and efteemed by Mr. Pope, who faonoared 
liim with an epitaph. The ^' Oxford and Cambridge Verfes^ 
were thus infcribed to Lionel earl of Doriet and A|iddlefex : 

^ My Lord, I hope, on your letum from having been ad^ 
mired in Ibreign Courts to adorn our own, yeu wiU not be 
fiarprized with a privilege the Poets aflume, <^ being -trouble* 
fome to perfons of your rank. But they have more particu- 
larly applied themfcflves to your Lordlhip*s family ; in which 
a continued race of Genius has both advanced their art, and 
encouraged its profeflbrs. We owe the rife of our Englifh 
Tragedy to one of your Lordfhip's anceftors, who fixed us 
fecond to the Greek ftage before Shakeipeare wrote. And, 
my Lord, your father came the nearelk of all the moderns to 
Horace, in the fweetnefs and gallantry of his Lyric.ks, nod 
equalled him in Satire. Thus the ftream flows pure in its 
defcent, to receive a farther increafe from your LonUhip. We 
read of a Scipio and a Mscenas, who ufed to foften the trou« 
blefome honours of ftate by converfing with the Mufes j -and 
cherilhed thofe arts of which they themfelves were mailers : 
yet as fingle infVanccs of this kind are not frequent, fo the 
6 vein 
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Come, pi«i^ jr^uir Mko^^kfi^rne^'tr ftint ms Af^ihercvy 
For this ist^e £m(oa tQ dd^i^ ^ be merry ; 
That, rfw'4 fry^ood liqupr.,sM)ii billets togechei^f 
. WiP imf - bryvefbe lovA Aon9Ms ^ cl^y the cold weather. 
We % haine 40 «iorc of liyifip^fsi jhut, friend, as you Ipre 
Leave it all so the care of the good folks ^ove us. l^^f 

ran is Tciry feldpm found tg have continued a fecond gcncra- 
tion* But, in your Lbrdlhip's Iln^, Nature feems induftrious 
to prel^ry« the genius of Poetry, by fucceffivcly uniting dcli- 
'ticy of tafle, and brightneR'ofwk, iirith the greatcft abili- 
"dcs foreooncil and aftibn. • Thtrs' "fiie reconciles the Seasons 
mhtr tko&^wtrmi prodiiftjottir/-by allowing th#m tb bMir 
Fruit and Bioflbms together^ and both in perfc£lion. Thefe 
ihioini^alif^s^milde.your Faiherjthc delight and wonder of 
his age ; and had he not furvived himfelf in your Lordihip, 
he kadiboeatke envy af oiiftr Th< ^^ift^ which ft^ received 
from the moft refined Wits of our nation have proved real 
ppophecidi bf you 5 and itis^ith' pleafure we forejfee that 
pofterity^to de&rve the higheft chafft6terS) will form themfclves 
on the model of your family, and copy from my Lords of 
Dorfet as tfab'Aaeft -oinginaU. But, my Lord, I am fifraid I 
Ihall forfeit all iMpcs idf.ybur patronage, by violatitg your 
modcfty 5 and therefore i only beg leave to add, tjhat as the 
Cabinet and the Field have befl9 happily fuppUed, to. render 
her Majefty's reign, at leaft, a rival to her Virgin-pccdoceflbr's; 
fo, to complete- the parallel, it was jieceffary xhat you, my 
Lord, like a^ot)^ Sidney, jhould arifc, to receive the fofter 
^rts into your prote^ion ; to. excite the young Writers of this 
jigc to attempt thofe actions in vcile, which will fliine fa 
fairly diltingui(hed in our Britiih ftory. My Lord, I am 
Your Lordfhip's moft bumble, and moft obedient fervant, 

E. Fan TON.'* 
D 2 WUV& 
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Whilft yotir appetite *s ftrotig, and good*humoWr rtthain^. 
And a6tive briflc blood doeis enllveh your veins, ' • -'^ 
Improve tlie fvvcct mintrtes in Teenies of; delight, ■ • ^ 
Let yoiir ftrcncf have the day, and your miftitfs ttw ftiglk : 
In tht dark yoii may try wh^sther Phylfii^is ftmd, - • 
The night for intriguing tm ever dcfign'd • ^ • • ' -^ 
Tliough (he runs from your arms, and retires to aihade. 
Some friendly kind fign will betray the coy maid : 
All trembling you '11 find then. the poor balhful iinner^ 
Such a trefpafs^ is venial ia any beginner ; [^e^> 

But remember this couafel, when once you have' met 
Get A. ring from the fair-^ne, orfomething ths^ '^ better I 

■ • • ■ ..'''• ■:■••• 

C A T U L t U J, E PI d. V. 
TRANSLATED BY MR. FENTON. 

LE T 's live, my dear, like Loyers.too, 
Nor heed what old men fay of dp. 
The falling fun will furely rife. 
And dart new glories tliroughthc ikiec. ^ , 
But when we fall, alas ! our light ; '• 
Willfct in everlafting night. - .. 

Come then, let mirth and amorous play 
Be all the buiinefs of the -day. ^ 

Give me this kifs — and thisJ— and this f " 
A hundred thbufand morcf. — Let *s kifs' 
Till we ourfclves cannot exprefs, 
Nor any lurking fpy confefs 
The boundlefs meafure of our happincfs* 



} 
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CLAUDIAN'S OLD MAN OF VERONA. 

BY MR. FENTON. 

TTAppy the man who all his days does pafs 

•*■•■• In the paternal cotts^e of his race j 

Where firil his trembling infant fteps he try'd. 

Which now fupports his age, and once his youth employed. 

This was the cotuge his forefathers knew. 

It faw his birth, Ihall fee his burial too ; 

Uneqnal fortunes and ambition's fate 

Are things experience never taught him yet. 

Him to ftrange lands no rambling humour bore, 

Nor breaiVd he ever any air but of his native ihore. 

Free from all anxious interefls of trade, 

No ftorms at fea have e'er difturb*d Im head r '* 

He never battle's wild confufions faw, 

Nor heard the woife confufions of the law. 

A ftranger to the town and town-employs, 

Their dark and crowded ftreets, their ftink and noifc j" ] 

He a more calm and brighter Iky enjoys. 

Nor does the year by change of confuls know. 

The year his fruit's returning feafons (how ; 

Quarters and months in Nature*s face he fees. 

In flowens the Spring, and Autumn on his trees. 

The whole day's fliadows, in his homcftcad drawn,' 

Point out the hourly courfcs of the fun. 

Grown old with him, a grove adorns his field, 

Whofc tender fetts his infancy beheld* 

Of didant India, Erythrxan (hons, 

Bcnacus' lake, Verona's reighboring towers,, 

^ 3 CACvk^ 
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(.•\3ikfi4infcen) from common fame, lias hcar<J, 
Alike believes them, and with Tike regard. ' 
Yet, firm and fVroHg,.his grandchikheiv admire 
The health and vigour of their brawny fire. 
The fpacious giabc let thofc that will furvey. 
This good old man, content at home to ftaj', 
More hapfjy y^ars fHall know, more kagues and 
countries they. 

MARTIAL, LIB. X. EPIG. XLVIL 
BY MR. FENTON. 

TTT'Ould you, my friend, in Iktle room exprefs 

^ The juft defcription of true happinefs j 
Firft fet me down a competent eftate,. 
But rais'd and left me by a parentis fweat ; 
('Tis pleafure to improve, but toil to get :) 
Ne^ large, but always large enough to yield 
A chearful fire, and no ungrateful field. 
Averfe to law-fuits, let me peace enjoy, 
Anc| rarely pe(ler*d with a town-employ. 
Smooth be my thoughts, my mind ferenc and clear^ 
A healthful body with fuch limbs I 'd bear 
Ai (hould be graceful, well- proportioned, juft. 
And neither weak nor boorifhiy robuft. 
Nor fool nor knave, but innocently v/iCe ; 
Some friends indulge me, let a few fufiicet 
But fuited to my humour and degree. 
Not nice, but eafily plot&'d, and fit for me t 
So let my board and entertainments be*. 

: . With 



} 
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With wholefome homely food, not fenr'd in flatCf 
What taftes as well ia pewter as in plate. 
Mirth and a glais my chearful evenings (hare, 
Ac e^ual diftance irom debauch and care. 
To bed retiring» let me Hnd it blefl 
With a kind mkod^ft fpoufc and downy rcft» 
Pleas'd always with the lot my fates aflign. 
Let me no change dedr^, no change decline, f 
With every turn of Providence comply. 
Not tir'd with life, nor yet afraid to die.. 

HORACE^ BOOK III. ODE Ifl. 
BY MR. FBNTQN. 

A N honeft ffilndy to Virtue's precepts true, 
•^^ Contemns the fury of a lawlefs crew : 
Firm as a rock he to his purpo^ flands. 
And thinks a tyrant's frowns as weak as his commands. 
Him loaded florms can*t ii'om his centre move, 
He braves th' Almighty thunder ev'n of Jove. 
If all the heavcnly^orbs, confus'dly hurrd. 
Should daih in pieces, and ibould crufh the world 5 
Undaunted he the mighty craih would hear, 
Nor in his brcaft admit a thought of fear. 
Pollux and wandering Hercules of old 
Were by fuch a£ks among the Gods cnroU'd, 
Auguftus thus the Ihining powers pollcfs'd. 
By all the immortal deities carefdM ; 
He ihares with them in tlicir etherial feafls,. 
And quaffs bright nc£tar with the heavenly gucftsr 

D 4 This 
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ThisAVas the path the frifkihg tig:ers tiod, 
Dragging the car that bore their jolly God, 
Who fix*d in Heaven his crown and his abode. 
Romulus by Mars through this blcft path was fhbwn^ 
And 'fcap'd the woes of gloomy Acheron. 
In Virtue's rugged road he took his way. 
And gain'd the maniions of eternal day ; 
For him ev'n Juno's felf pronounced a word 
Grateful to all the etherlal council-board. 
O Ilion ! I lion ! I with tranfport view 
The fall of all thy wicked perjur'd crew : 
Pallas and 1 have borne the rankling grudge 
To that curfl fiicphcrd, that inccftuous judge 5 
Kay, ev'n Laomedon his Gods betray'd, 
And bafdly broke the folemn oath he made. 
But now the painted ftrumpet and her gucft 
No more are in their pomp and jewels dreft 1 
Ko more is Heftor licens'd to dcftroy, 
To flay the Greeks, and fave his perjur'd Troy. 
Priam is now become an empty ghoft, 
Doom'd with his houfe to tread the burning coaft. 
The God of Battle now has ceas*d to roar, 
And I, the Queen of Heaven, purfue my hate no more, 
1 now the Trojan Pricftefs' fon will give 
Back to his warlike Sire, and let him live 
In lucid bowers, and give him leave to ufe 
Ambrofia and the ne£tar*s heavenly juice ; 
To be cnroU'd in thefe ferene abodes, 
And wear the cafy order of the Gods. 
In this bleft ftate I grant him to remain, 
While Troy from Rome 's divided by the main | 

While 
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While favage btfifts infalt th« Trojan tombs, . 

And in their caves unlade their pregnant wombs. 

Let th' exil'd Trojant reign in every knd» 

And let the- capitol- triumphant (land. 

And all the tribuury world command. 

Let aweful Rome, with feven refulgent heads. 

Still keep hex conqueft o*er the Tanquiih'd Medes. 

With conquering tenor let her arms^ extend 

Her mighty dame to fliores without an end ; 

Where mid-land feas divide the fruitful foil 

From Europe to the (welling waves of Niie'. 

Let them be greater by defpiiing gold. 

Than digging it from forth its native mold. 

To be the wicked indrument of ill. 

Let fword and ruin every country fill, 

That drives to (lop the progrefs of her arms ; 

Not only thofe that fultry Sinus warms f 

But where the fields in endlefs winter lie, 

Whofc frods and fnows the fun's bright rays defy. 

But yet on this condition I decree 

The warlike Romans happy deiliny; 

That, when they univerfal rule enjoy. 

They noc prefume to raife their ancient Troy : 

For then all ugly omens (hall return. 

And Troy be built but once again to burn ; 

Ev*n I myfelf a fecond war will move, 

Ev'n I the filler and the wife of Jove. 

If Phoebus' harp (hould thrice creft a wall. 

And all of brafs, yet thrice the work Ihould fall, 

Sack'd 



J 



4Z Ml SrCE LLANYFQSMSv 

Sack'd by mf iMroturitc Crteki^ zn^^iimc^t agiun 
The Trojatt wmS' ibottld drag a captt¥#«h9iB) 
And mourn thttr child von> and their Jiu^tiailds iUm. 
But whither woul4'il thouy foaringJ\W«y s^i^< ^ 
Ifo tell the counfeb o§ the Heavenly chioir } 
Alas ! thou caaft noC ftrain thy weakly. ftringt^ 
To flog in humble noces fuck mighty tihing^;: 
No more the (ectets of the Gx>cls.i»lai(e $ . 
Thy tongue ''s tt>9 feebld for a taft; io grea^ 



THE ROSE. BY MR. FEN TON. 

O E Ey Sylvia, fee, this new-blown Tofe ! 
■^ The image of thy blulh, 
Mark how it fmiles upon the bufli^ 

And triumphs as it grows. 
** Oh, pluck it not \ we '11 come anon,'* 
Thou fay'ft. Alas I 'twill then be gone. 

Now its purple beauty 's fpread. 
Soon it will droop and fall. 
And foon it will not be at all ; 
No fine things draw a length of thread. 

Then tell me, feems it not to fay. 

Come on, and crop me whllft you may ? 

EPIGRAM, OUT OF MARTIAL. 

BY THE SAME. 

MIlo's from home ; and. Mile being gone, 
His lands bore nothing, but his wife a ion s 
Why flie fo fruitful, and fo bare the field ? 
The lands lay faUow, but the wife was till'd. 



ODE* 



ODK BY MR. FENTONf 

IN IMITATION OF lidRACE. * 

np^HE man thM^fefoIut* ttMijiift, 
"^ Firm to his piiociples and ttu(^».. 

Nor hopes nor fcaisi can blind t 
No^paiHons faU de%tt8 control^ 
Not Love, that tyrant of the foul. 

Can ihake his fteady romd« 

Not parties for peteuge engag'rf. 
Not threatenings of a court eorag'dr . 

Nor ftonn« where flf^t& dcfpair : 
Not thunders pointed at lu» head $ ' : 
The (hatter'd world may ftrike him <kady 

Not touch his ibul with feac 

From this the Grecian ftory rof^, 
By this the Romans aw'd their foes^- 

Of this their poets fing : 
Thefe were the padis the heroes trod^ 
Thefe arts made Hercules a God, 

And great Na^u a kmg^ 

Firm on the rolling deck he flood 
Unmov'dy beheld the breaking flood, 

With blackening ftorms combine : ' 
"Virtue, he cry'd, will force its way. 
The winds may for a while delay. 

Not alter our deiign. 

The 
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The men whom felfiih hopes inflame. 
Or vanity allures to fame. 

May hi to fears betray'd'r 
But here a Church for jTuccour flies, 
Infulted Law expiring lies. 

And loudly calls for aid* : • 

Yes! Britons, yes! with ardent zeal' ' ' " 
1 come, the wounded- heart to hcaly 

The wounding hand to l>in<i« 
See, tools of arbitrary fway, - 

And pricils, like locufts, fcour away 

Before the Weflern wind* 

Law fhall again her force rcfume, 
Religion 'clear'd from clouds of Rome ' 

With brighter rays advance : 
The Britiflj fleet fliall rule the deep. 
The Britifli youth, as rouz'd from fleep. 

Strike terror into France* 

Kor fhall thefe promifes of Fate 
Be limited to my fiiort date, 

When I from care withdraw j 
Still fhall the Britifh fceptre. iUnd^ 
Shall flourifh in a female hand, 

And to mankind give law. 

She fhall domeflic foes unite, 
Monarphs beneath her flag fhall fight, 

Whole armies drag her chain : 
She fhall loft Italy reftore, 
Shall make th' imperial Eagle foar. 

And give a king to Spain* 
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Bat know, thefe promifes are giTcn, 
Thcfc great' riwstrd^ hhpartial ' Heaven * ■ 

Dbes ob thefs ten^ deMti; . 

That, ilri£UY puoiihing men's faults, 
You let their confciences and dioug^]it|^ 

Reil abfolutely free. . 

Let no falfe politicks confine .(.:.. 
In narrow boui^^ youf vaft deiig» ..::•'•.... 

To make mankind Ainatfif 
Nor think it a fafficient i»nie^. > ' . -../ ^ . 
To puniih men by. penal laws, .;,!,i. '\:::\A . 

P^rnotbelieving:ngbt.,.. rj( 
Rome, whofe blind zeal deftroys- mankiddt 
Rome's fons (hall: your compafRon find,-* j i . 

Who ne'^r compaifion kneUr t . . 
By noble a£Uons .cheiirs condemn ; 
For what has been reproached in them. 

.Can ne'er be prais'd in ypu,** 

Thefe fubjc£is fuit not with the lyre: 
Mufe, to what heighths doft thou afpire^ 

Pretending to rehearfe 
The thoughts of Gods and God-like kings ? 
Ccafe, ceafe to klTen lofty things 

By mean ignoble Tcrfe* ' 



TO 
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TO THE HO;i;,CHAkLES M^^ 

A FRAtGMEM/r>j 3Y.M«i PRIOR. 

OUR hopcs/iiteftowertng fakons, aim • '* 

At objcas'iiiiiih airy fwSi^';'^ ' i'' ' ^ ''^ 
B^it all the plcaftirc of the game 

Is afar off to view tb$ fliglitr; >.;».. i o » ; : .T 
The worthlefs j^y tfutototy^flie^tf'J'o.i ^ .n. . [ 

The joy(«^Mfif(Miki cbe ftrife; ' 
Whatever we take, afi'foon we'lcHlB . : 'f 'T 

In Homer's riddle,«B^iih;iifij.vii ::wi d:; :. . . T 

So, whilft in-tS^HIi'fteeps'wfe'mlt 

We tttftoiriitt waking wc^d^i&rf^V ?a^: [ 

The dream^fis'BefitBr.chaii therj4rinfc:a .< . .-i 

WhioliaoaayiftMfi itfaBifiQlOy <fit^ 
To the mind's-c^ef'<hmg*5vt!l^*fp*(ft'r- < ■ '' 

Atdiftanc^^^iagh-aBafHfW'gUis) I . . i 
Bring but'ttic*flairterif*g<*j6a8 »*«/, 

Tliey're aVL^v^eoW^f* glopw^J^ »afei • r 

Seeing aright^ )we/feefOur)Wde«fr ...... ,,' 

Tiien what ^uid tt «e 4MMe eyetf ^ 
From ^gwranfit D*r comfiprt fipwsft , . : • 

Tlic only wretciKed Rf^tbc wlfpj a: y. . . j 

We wearied fiiWK) 6e4^kywn in dviiih. 

This cheat of life would take no more ; 
If you thought fame but ftinking breath. 

And Phyllis but a perjured whore. 

* Sec the five firft ftanzas of this poem in the Englilh 

PqSJs, vol. XXX. p. 46. The conclufion, as there printed, 

'aiffcrs materially from this, which is the original, and was 

£i-A printed ip 1691. N. A P O- 
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WHO TOLD '1^^ t COITLer NOT LOVB HER 
JIEARTILY, BECAtfSft t 8UWD t^^V'liD OTJ&RS. 

PROBABLY BY MR. Plt'lOR*. 

IN IMITAriPlC OP 4lfR« "WAI/IAJR. 

1^ A life Sylviii, ccafe tti'ttattie flay yotith 
**■ For having lovM bdrprc I 
So men, crc'tlicy have lejirnt tkfe tmtji. 
Strange Deities adore. 

My yowth ('tis true) has often rapg'd* 

Like bees o*er^au(ly flowers ; 
And many thbufahd loVes has chaDg^i^ 

Till it was fixt in youts'. 

For, Sylvia,' when I faw thoft eyes, 

'Twas foo'n determined tliere ; 
Stars might as well forfake the Udes, 

And vanilh into air ! 

If I from this great rwle do err. 

New beauties to eisplore; 
May I again turn vanderer^ , 

And never iettle more ! 

* By the manner m whidh th*s af^^t^ two following little 
pieces are priniQ^ ipT^be Qxford an4 Cambridge Mifccllany 
Poems, there is little doubt but they are the protly^Ions of 
•the cxeelleut poet to whom I have afcribed them. N. 

AGAINST 
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AGAINST MODESTY, JNr LO^ 

B.Y . »^ R. ,P R IO.R»^ ^ 

T^ O R ini^v unfuccefsful yeafft 
•*^ At .Cynthia's feet I lay. ; ^ 
And often bath'd them with my tears, 
Defp«ur*-4, >)myr4vrftiiotprfiy:.ri::.:i y^ 

No proflr^i;e wretchy before the fhrine . . . 

Of any faint above, ! . , . . 

E'er thpqght his Goddefs roore^ivine. 

Or paid more aweful love. . . 

Still the ^ifdainful dame look'd down 

With an infulting pride ; 
Heceiv'd my pa(Gon with a frown, 

Or tofsM her head aiide. 

When Cupid whifper'd in my car, 

** Ufe more prevailing charms, 
Fond, whining, modefl fool, draw near. 

And cTafp her in your arms. 

With eager kifles tempt the maid, 

From Cynthia's feet depart ; 
The lips he warmly muft invade. 

Who would pofTefs the heart." 

With that I fliook off all my fears, 

My better fbrtune try'd ; 
And Cynthia gave what ihe for years 

Had foolifhiy dcny^d; 
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ON A YOUNG LAl)Y*S GOING TO TOWN 
IN THE SPRING. BY THE SAME. 

/^ NE night unhappy Celadon, 
^^ Beneath a friendly myrtle's (hade. 
With folded arms and eyes caft down, 
Gently repos'd his love-fick head : 
Whilft Thyrfis, fporting ori the neighbouring plain. 
Thus heard the difcontentcd youth complain : 

** Afk nor the caufe why (ickly flowers 
Faintly recline their drooping hcads^ 
As fearful of approaching Ihowcrs, 
They ft rive to hide them in their beds. 
Grieving with Celadon they downward grow. 
And feel with him a fymparhy of woe, 

Ch-oris will go ; the cruel fair, 
Rcgardlefs of her dying fwaia. 
Leaves him to languifli, to defpairj 
And murmur out in fighs his pain. 
The fugitive to fair Augufta flics. 
To make new flavcs, and gain new vi6lorics» 

So reftlefs mqnarchs, though pofTefi'd 

Of all that we call ftate or power. 
Fancy themfclves but meanly hlcft. 
Vainly ambitious ftillof more. 
Round tlie wide world impatiently they roam, 
■y l^or fatisfy'd vVith private fway at home," 

Vol. lY. E WHEN 
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WHEN THE CAT IS AWAY, 
THE MICE MAY PLAY- 

AFABLE*, INSCRIBED TO DR. S W.I F T. 
PROBABLY BY MR. PRIOR. 

*' In domibus Mures avido dcnte omnia captant : 
♦* In domibus Fures airida mcntc omnia raptant." 

A LADY once (fo (lories fay) 
^^' By Rats and Mice infefted, 
With gins and traps long fought to (lay 
The Thieves; but ftill they fcap'd away. 

And daily her molefted. 
Great havock 'mongft her cheefe was naatlc. 

And much the lofs did grieve her : 
At lengtli Grimalkin to her aid' 
She caird (no more of Cats afraid), 

And begg'd him to relieve her. 
Soon as Grimalkin came in vievv^ 

The Vermin back retreated ; 
Grimalkin fwift a^ lightning flew, 
Thoufands of Mice he daily (lew, 

Thoufands of Rats defeated. 

* The hints of this and the following Fable appear to 
have originjitsed from " The Fable of the Old Lady and 
« her Cats," prihted in « The General Poftfcript," Nov. 7, 
1709, They have both been afcribcd to Dr. Swift. N. 

Ne'er 
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Ne'er Cat before fuch glory won. 

All people did adore him : 
Grimalkin far all Cats out-(hone» 
And in his Lady's farour none 

Was then prcferr*d l)eforc him. 
Pert Mrs. Abigail alone 

Env^d Grimalkin's glory : 
Her favourite Lap-dog now was grown 
Kegle£led ; him (he diii bemoan, 

And rav'd lilcc any Tory. 
She cannot i)ear, (he fwcars flic won% 

To fee the Cat regarded ; 
But firmly is refolvM upon 't. 
And vows, that, whatfoe'or comes on 't. 

She 'II liavc t1ie Cat difcsrdcd. 
5he begs, (he florms, (he fawns, Ihc fret's, 

(Her arts are all emplcVJ) 
And tells her lady in a pett, 
Grimalkin coil hir more in meat 

Than all the Rats dcilroy'd. 
At length this fpitcful Waiting-maid 

Pioduc'd a tWng amazing ; 
Tiie favourite Cat 's a vid>im made, 
To facisfy this prating jade, 

And fairly turn*d a-grazing. 
Now Lap- (fog is again reiloi'd 

Into his Lady's favour; 
Sumptuoufly kept at bed and hoard. 
And he ^fo Nab has given her word) 
. Shall from all Vermin fave hcr# 

K t Nab 
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Nab much exults at this fAccefs, 

And, overwheUn'd with joy, 
Her Lady fondly does carcfs, 
And tells her, Fubb can do no lef$ 

Than all her foes deftroy. 

But vain fuch hopes ; the Mice that fled 

Return, now Grim *s difcarded ; 
Whild Fubb till ten, on -^Iken .bed, 
Securely lolls his drowfy head, 

And leaves cheefe unregarded. 
Nor Rats aor Mice the Lap-dog fear^ 

Now uncontrol'd their theft is : 
And whatfoe'er tlie Vermin Cpare, 
Nab and her Dog betwixt them (hare. 

Nor pie nor pippin left is. 

Mean while, to cover their deceit. 

At once, and (lander grim ; 
Nab fays, the Cat comes out of fpigUc 
To rob her Lady every night. 

So lays it all on him. 
Nor corn fecure in garret high, 

Nor cheefecake fafe in clofet } 
The ceUars now unguarded lie, 
On every (hclf the Vermin prey ; 

And (till Grimalkin does it. 
The gains from corn apace decay*d« 

No bags to market go : 
Complaints came from the Dairy-maid^ 
The Mice had fpoil'd her butter trade. 

And eke her cheefe alfo« 

With 



A P A B L iE. sz 

Witlid/is fame Lady once there liv'd 

A trufty Servant-maid, 
Who, hearing tliis^ full much was gricv'd,- 
Fearing her Lady was deceived,- 

And haden'd to her aid.- 
Much art (he us'd for to difclo^ 

And find out the deceit; 
At length fhe to die Lady goey, 
Difcovers her domeflic foes. 

And- opens all the cheat. 
Struck with the fonfe of her miftafcc,- 

The Lady, difcontcntedy 
Rcfolvas again< her Cat to take-. 
And ne'er again her Cat forfakc, 

Led (he again repent it. 

THE WIDOW AND HER CAT, A FABLE-. 
A WIDOW kept a favourite Cat, 
•^^ At firft a gentle creature j 
But, when he was grown (leek and fat,^ 
With many a Moufe, and many a Rat, 

He foon difclos'd his nature. 
The Fox and He were friends of old. 

Nor could tliey now be parted ; 
They nightly flunk to rob the fold, 
Devour*d the Lambs, the fleeces fold ; 

And Pufs grew lion-hearted. 

♦ In Tindal's " Continuation of Rapin," XVIL 454, 
this Fable is fald to be by Prior or Swift; In Boycr's V Po- 
« litlcal State/' 1720, p. 519, whete it is applied to the duke 
of Marlborouj^h,. it is faid to be by Swift or Prior. ^. 

B 3 ^» 
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He fcratch'd her maid, he dole the cream. 

He tore her beft lac*cl pinner ; 
No/ ChAMidcer upon the beam. 
Nor Chick, nor Duckling, Tcapcs, when Grim 

Invites the Fox to liinoerk- 
The Dame full wifely did decree, 

For fear he fhouUl iliipatch more. 
That the falfe wretch (hould worried be j 
But in a faucy manner he 

Thus fpeech'd it like a Lechmcre * : 
« Mufl I; againd all right and law, 

♦< Like Pole-cat vihs fee created ? 
** I \ who {o long witli tooth and claw 
'< Have kept domcltic Mice in awe, 

*< And foreign foes defeated 1 
'« Your golden-pippins, and your pies, 

" How oft have I defended \ 
'• *Tis true, the pinner which you prize 
** I tore in frolick ; to your eyes 

•^ I never harm intended. 
« I am a Cat of honour."— " Stay ^^ 

Quoth (he, " no longer parley j 
" Whate*er you did in battle flay, 
«* By law of arms became your prey : 

" 1 hope you won it fairly. 

'* Of tliis we *11 grant you (land acquit^ 

** But not of your outrages : 
*< Tell roc. Perfidious ! was it fit 
•• To make my cream a perquifite, 

*« And ileal, to mend your wages ? 
P The celebrated Laf yer. N. uSm 
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•* So flagrant is thy infolence, 

•* So vile thy breach of truft is, 
** That longer with thee to difpcnfe, 
«< Were want of power, or want of fenfe — 

** riere, Towzer ! — do him juftice,'* 

THte WRECK. A SATIRE. 

BY JAMES GARDINER*, B. A, 

** Vitae fumma brevls fpem nos Vetat inchoare longam.** 

HoR.: Ode Ir. 

^1 ^ H E welcome fun, with long-expe£lecl light, 
-"- At length arifing, chac'd away the nighty 
Yc-t could not, with the fhades, remove ray fears, 
DilFolve my grief, and dillipate my cares j 

Remembrance 

* Son of Dr. James Gardiner, Bp. of Lincoln ; born at 
Wcftminfter in 1678, and admitted of Immanucl College, 
Cambridge, in 1694 ; where having taken the degree of B. A. 
he removed to Jefus College, obtained a fellowlhip, and pro- 
ceeded M. A. During his refidence at the Univcrlity, he 
uas afiiduous in fludy, and acquired, by repeated perufal of the 
clafiics, a turn to pcetry. His tranllation of " Rapin of 
** Gardens" was publiflicd in 1704,35 a farewell to the Mufes, 
upon his entering into holy orders, and accepting. of the fub- 
dianry of London, in 1*05. A fecond edition of this tran- 
fiatlon was printed in 1717, with alterations which reflect 
much credit on Mr. Gardiner's judgement. This is the fub- 
ftance of what I can meet with^f this ingenious " poor's hif- 
E 4 tory. 
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Kemembrance of pad dangers fill'd my bread 
With anxious terrors, and denied me red : 
Coy deep refus'd, though courted much, to clofc 
My wearied eye-lids ; fo from bed I rofe j 
And, having thanks to the kind owner paidj^ 
I left the d filer's hofpitable (bed, 
Whofe generous mind a needful fuccour gave, 
Snatch'd me from death and from a watery grave« 
Then walk'd I penfive on the rocky diore, 
The angry waves had ceasM their horrid roar ; 
Each mountain-biUow flirunk its towering head» 
And peaceful dept upon its oozy bed ; 
The winds had fpent their breath, and to their caves 
were ded. 
Yet, as the ncw-G»lm*d ocean grew fciene, 
On its fmooch plam appeasM a difmal icene : 

tory. Jacob has prefcrved the three following ftanzas trftn- 
fcribcU from the middle of an epitaph on this writer's father: 
Vera fi cordi ed Pletas Fidefque, 
Si Pudor prifcus, placidufque mentis 
Candor, antlquos imitare mores 

Gardinerumquc ; 
Q^i diu Patrum xmulus optimorum 
Xjegibus vitx, dudiifque fanAis, 
IHixit exemplar, fpecimenque prlmi 

Retulit 2fyu 
Frofpers pedlus bene pneparatum 
Res nee advcrfae poterunt movere j 
Se paKm femper dhi cseterifque 

Gefiit amicum. 
Br« Gardiner died in 1705. His fon's death is unknowa. N* 

Pidinaiy 
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Diftiu6lly now my wandering eyes beheld, 
With our late wreck, the tragic furfacc fill*d| 
Mix'd with the keel, in rude confufion lies 
The lofty pine that threatened once the fkies } 
Prodigious planks, the painted velTers pride. 
Torn by the temped from her wounded (idc. 
Are borne along the triumph of the tide : 
While all her cargo, a defencelefs prey. 
To ravenous (harks and mews unguarded lay. 
The iilken ftrearoers, that fo lately (hone 
With al! their gawdy (hew and glories gone. 
Shattered and fullied, now can only be 
Mementos of the world's inconflancy. 

But a dead carcafs, driven before the wind, 
Affli6ted mod my melancholy mind. 
Long with myfclf I weighM th* uncertain date 
Of all things human, msKle the fport of Fate j 
Yet, by no reafon or example won. 
Men, difappointcd, daily ftill hope 00, 
And from one labour to another run ; 
Thoufand impra6^icable fchemes proje6V, 
And thoufand caftlcs in the air ere6l ; 
Nor think of death, although before their eyes 
A neighbour often, or relation dies. 
Perhaps, thought I, this filly wretch, for gain. 
Tempted the many dangers of the mainj 
No terrors could his avarice withhold, 
He ran all hazards in his fearch of gold ; 
And vainly pleas'd himfelf with hopes to come 
Laden with wealth and foreign treafures home. 
How mean his proje£ls, and how weak his power t 
Himfglf, and wealth; at once the feas devour j 
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When, may be now, his poor impatient wife 
Leads in Tome diftant realm her dcfolate life j 
On this once dear, now ghaftly, thing employs 
fjer waking hours, or dreams o'er former joys ; 
ivith tears cacli night bedews her widowM bed, ^ 

An real comfort with her husband fted, I 

Yet little fears, the worfi: of all, h^'s dead ; j 

Expe£ls he*s now upon his wifli'd return. 
And hopes (he may not long his abfence moura. 

Or the young orphan, whom this father left 
Of every good, but innocence, bereft ; 
Unflcill'd in all the dangers of the deep, 
And now miftruflful of no ftorm, may fleep. 
May the fweet babe in cndlcfs lleep ne'er koorsv 
What troubles waking he muft undergo*! 
Elfc muft his growing fenfe the lofs bemoan, 
^nd in his fatlier's fliipwreck find his own. 
.: Perhaps this was an only fon and heir, 
JHis mother's darling, and his father's care, 
whom tl>e kind parents fent to foreign parts, 
To learn new manners, languages, and arts ; 
That he, whofe younger years were well employed. 
In time for bufincfs might be qualified. 
But to thofe hojies fee Death has put an end ; 
Though thus our lives the wifeft of us fpendj 
The bcft part, if not all our life we give. 
Only to purchafe means whereby to live, 
And treafures for old age, to wltich fo few arrive. 
The good old people, when they kindly laid 
Their hands with blefTings on their fon's dear head. 

Which 
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Which kindnefs, with a kifs, the youth return'd. 
And all with true concern at parting mourn'd. 
Did little then this direful chance prefage. 
But hop'd \\e 'd come, the comfort of their age. 
To clofe their eyes, their hteft breath receive, 
And with a filial love attend them to their grave. 

Thefe the concerns and thoughts of mortals are. 
Who, movM alternately hy hope and hzv, 
Baner true happinefs for griping care. 
How does vain man with fond expectance wait ! 
Yet all events are fix'd by certain fate. 
In this unconflant world, by paflions drove, 
Deceived by hope, from wifti to wilh we rove; 
As on the waves this lifelefs body 's toft 
With all its grand intrigues, its mighty nothing's lof^t 

Thus tender I did paflionately bemoan 
The dire misfonune of a wretch unknovin ;. ' 

And pity to mankind my foul could move, 
Afflifted only with a general love. 
But, as the floating carcafs nearer drew, 
The not much altered countenance 1 knew: 
The Captain of the ihip, who, fwoln with pride. 
The day before had all the fates defied ; 
Loud, as the ftorm, did oaths and fury breatlje, 
Blafphcm'd the Gods, and carclefs laugh'd at Deaili, 
This with fevere refcntment fir'd my breaft. 
Nor could my juft reproaches be fuppreft. 

Is this the boafter, in whofe fvvelling mien 
Nothing but pride and fiery rage was feen ? 
Who vow*d deftru£tion crcry word he fpokc ? 
And does his fiery rage thus end in fmoak ? 
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Alas ! where *$ all thy fvvelling fory fled ? 
And how contemptible the rcorner 's dead? 
Where 's all his government and boundlefs fway,, 
Himfelf to fifli and beaits exposM a prey ? 
Thofc (hining treafures, and that empire loft. 
Of which fo lately he did vamly boaft } 
And oEhis velTcl, and his fliipwreckd ftore, 
Kot one plank left to bear him fafc to fhorci. 

Go, filly mortals, after this be proud. 
Let all your time in projc6ls be beftow'd j 
Vainly prefuming on long life, engage 
lln what would be the bufinefs of an age.. 
Than this proud lump no man had fairer dreams^. 
Of happinefs mifcall'd drew finer fchemes. 
Had hopes of longer life, or promised more 
IVbat he would do when once be gain'd the fliore ;. 
Had fix*d the very time when he would come, 
Enjoy his friends, and his eftate at hovne.. 
But lo ! how fliort he lies of his dcfign ! 
So little can we men fate*s dark decrees divine. T 

Then, with thefc fad reflexions wearied our, 
I left the corpfe, and chac'd away the tliought.. 
But, ah t how little did I then foreknow 
More racking tortures I muft undergo, 
And meet a fight to caufe me fhai per woe.. 
One cnty friend I had, whofe conftant mind 
Was to my ftoul by facred friendfhip joinM j 
Our hearts united were fomuch the fame, 
Tlwy feem'd enliven'd by one common flame :. 
In mutual a£ts of love was our delight. 
Which felfiih men as notional.may flight) 
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And how (hould friendlhip hope a better fate, 

When ewcrv other rirtue's out of date. 

t3ur true affeftions early iirft began. 

Before felf-intered does debauch the man : 

Our t::mpers made us to each other dear. 

Alike our fludies and diverfions were ; 

^\ UUe reafon tix'd what inchnation chofc, 

And»fre((uenr trials knit the band more clofe; 

Kothiog could force •us from each other*s (ight. 

In convcrfation was our chief deJiglit : 

In the fame veflcl both embark 'd, to l>ear 

lodanger, or fuccefs, an equal fiiare. 

When (hipwrcck'd, we embraced, refolv'd to lie 

IncloGfOi^folds, aiKl thus united die, 

Had not tlie fea (IKTolv'd our loving tie. 
; Soon as on (liorc my wandering fcnfe returned, 
' Imifs'd my Damon, and his abfence moum''d| 
! My Damon^s fafcty was my earlieft care, 
I Dear Damon's fafcty was my fervent prayer, 
t No confolation could ailuage my grief, 

Till I was flacter*d widi my Damon's life ; 

Aflfur*d he was efcap'd, and gone before, 

With feveral of our crew, who fwam to (hore. 
• Bot now, alas ! my too unerring view 
I Confirms that all, I fear before, is true : 

I Bieathlefs and pale the bloated carcafs lies 

I To unrelenting death a facriBce ; 

: ^le thou, my darling Caftor, thus mufl die, 

I "Ry Pollux juflly hates his immortality. 

i When wc were firft mofl happily made friends, 

^ '^hofc humoiirs were the fame, the fame our ends. 
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.Entirely of each othcr*8 heart pofTcfl, 

With mutual ftriving which fliould lore the beftj 

What fac ifa6lion miwkc I not propofc, 

In the j oiTclTion of what 's io well chofc ? 

For fr:. -^ llhip furc, of all tcrreftrial hlifs. 

Suits h'.l. with man's clivincft faculties. 

But fee, a fatal accident deftro3rs 

Thofe fchemes of blifs, and blafts the blooming joys* 

Thus in this *fca of life poor mortals fare. 

And on a thoufand rocks we Ihipwreck'd arc ; 

On Heaven alone we wholly can depend 

For joys unmixd with grief and plcafuies without end, 

ODE. BY M R. S M I T H * 

/^ R M O N D'S glory, Marlboroiu^h's ^irms, 
^^ All the mouths of Fame employ ^ 
And th* applauding world around 
Echoes back the pleafing found : 

Their courage warms ; 

Their -conduct cliaruis : 
Yet the univerfal joy 
Feels a fenfiblc alloy ! 

Mightjrr 

* Mr. Oldlfworth, in the account uf this ingenious poet> 
which Dr. Johnfon has adopted, obferves that ** there .artf/ ; 
" many of Smith's firtt eifays in epigram, elegy, and cpiquct* ^ 
** ftill handed about the Univerlity in maniilcript, whicb 
"*< fhew a maflerly hand ;" and that " the Eiucenia aiii- 
*< public collet ions of the Univerlity upon Hate fubjcCls were 
•* never in fuch cftccra as when he coniributcd n-.ull iargrly, 

•' 10 
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IVfiglity George *, the Senate's care, 

The people's love, great Anna's prayer 1 

While the flroke of fate we dread 

Impending o'er thy facred head, 
The Britifh youtli for thee fubmit to fear. 
For her the dames in cloudy grief appear ! 

Let the noife of war and joy 

Rend again the trembling Iky ; 

Great George revives to calm our fears, 

With profpeft of more glorious years: 

Dcriv'd from Anne's aufpicious fmilcs. 
More chearful air« refrefh the Britifh Ifles. 

Sound the trAimpet; beat the drum : 

Tremble France ; we come, we come I 

Alniighty force our courage warms; 

We feel the full, the poweiful charms 
Of Ormond's glory, and -oi Marlborough's arm* ! 

*• to them." The Odes here printed ^cre publiflied waonf- 
moully at the time when they were written, :and are now af- 
crlb*d ^o Mr. Smith on the authority of a note in MS. by one 
•of his contemporaries. — The * ludicrous Analyils of Po- 
•cockius," in the Life by Dr. Johnfon, p. 62, was originally- 
printed in The Student, voL I. p. 383* and was addrelTed hy(. 
the author to Mr. Urry, who had eolifled himfelf in the 
third regiment raifed at the time of the Monmouth rebellion; 
%hich accounts for the expreflion"Halbcrdarieampl:inme."N« 
♦ George Prince of Denmark, hulband to the Qiicen. N. 
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OBE IN PRAISE OF MUSIC. 
COMPOSED BY MR. CHARLES KING, 

IN FIVE PARTS, FOR THE DEGREE OF BAT- 

CHELOR OF MUSIC; PERFORMED AT THE 

THEATRE IN OXFORD, ON FRIDAY 

THE ELEVENTH OF JULY, 1707*. 

POSSIBLY WRITTEN BY MR. SMITH. 

Ti/[ U S I C, foft charm of Heaven and Earth, 

J.TX wi^ence <li()ft thou borrow thy aufpicious birth ? . 

Or art thou of eternal date ? 
Sire to thyfelf, thyfelf as old as Fate, 

Ere the rude ponderous mafs 
Of earth and waters from their chaos fprang 

The morning ftars their anthems fang. 
And nought in Heaven was heard but melody and love. ' 

Myriads of fpirits, forms divine. 

The Seraphin, with the bright hod 

Of Angels, Thrones, and Heavenly Powers, 

Worfliip before th' Eternal Shrine { 
Their happy privilege in hymns and anthems boaft, 
la love and wonder pafs their blifsful hours. 

Nor let the lower world repine 
The maffy orb in which we lluggards move 
As if^ fequefter'd from the arts divine : 

Here 's Mufic too, 
As ours a rival were to th' world above, 

CKO- 

"* The honours paid to St Cecilia have been mentioned 
in p. 28 ; where might have been added, that a Sermon was 

preached 
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CHORUS, PITB VOICES. 

Hark how the feather'd choir their mattins chant. 
And purling ftreams foft accents ?cnt. 
And all both time and mcafurc know. 
Ere fiocethe Theban bard, to prove 

The wondfo«5: magic of his ait, 
Taught trees and forefts how to move, 
All Nature lias a general concert heldj 

Each creature drives to l)ear a p.irt ; 
And all but Death and Hell to conquering Mufic yield, 

Rut. day, I hear methinks a motley crew, 
A peevifti, odd, eccentric race, 
The glory of the art debafe; 
Pcrliaps becaufe the ftcred emblem 'til 
Of Truth, of Peace, and Order too j 
So dangerous 'tis- to bd pcrvcrfely wife. 

But be they ever in the wrong, 
Who fay the Prophet's Harp e'er fpoil'd the Poet's Song ? 

preached at St. Bride's church, on her annlverfary, in 1697, 
by Dr. Brady, which he publKhetl under the title of "Church 
** MuHc Vindicated.** The lalt account I have fecn of any 
entertainment to her memory at Stationers Hall is in Mr. 
Hughes's Ode in 1703. The fcftivity appears to hare been 
alfo celebrated at Oxford, and to have been continned there 
longer : at leall, I have two Odes to St. Cecilia, one in 1707 
compofcd by Mr. Purcell, the other in 1708 by Dr. Blow, 
^both performed at St. Mai-y Hall in Oxon, by Mr. Saunders 
** and Mr. Court, alTifted by the bcft voices and hands." 
Mr. Addifon's Ode was performed there in 1699; and he 
bas " a So4ig,'* without date, on the fame occalion. N. 

Vol. IV. -i'' G«^.\^m 



6^ MIS C'E L LAN Y zP OE JVTS. ( 

G R. A N D C H O R U 6, FIVE PAATS. 

To Athens now, my Mufe, retire^ • • 

The refuge and the theatre of wit j 
And in that fafe and fweet retreat • - 

Amongfl: ApolloV fons enquire. 
And fee if any friend of thine be. there s 

But fure fo ne^r the Thefpian fpring 

Tlic humbled Bard may fit and fmjr : 
Hirre reft my Mufe, and. dwell for ever here* 

LOVE'S CONaUE&T. BY MR. J. JAC&SiC»H». 

,Y^ F T have I laugh'd at Love's fond pain, 
^^^ From httle- Cupid's fiery dart j 
And ever thought thefe tormccts v^aiq. 
And he no power to wound a heart ,♦ 

TilllovelyChloe I- beheld: 

iBright youth fat blooming. on her face, . ..' 

Mcr frame with beauty's glory fiU'd, 

And deck'd. in every charming grace. 

Strait to. my foul, through every vein, 

The fubtle chirms like lightning run : 
J languifli with a plcafing pain. 

And willing yield to be undone. 

-* 6f this writer I know nothing but by corjefture. He 
is probably the fame who look the tiegree of M. A. at Q,ueen*$ 
'College, Oxford, Nov. 3, 1688 ; and as probably the tranflator 
of '* Ajax," jnc4irJoned in Mr. J)uncombe's Letters, vol. II. 
p. 190. N, 

•Whilft 



JLOVE'S CONQ^UEST, (7 

Whilft then 1 gaze upon her eyes, 

Where little armed Loves advance,- 
AVing-'d at each looky an arrow flies. 

And pointed darts in every .glance. 

With grief her abfcnce kills me too ! 

I droop, I pine, when llje 's ^way ; 
As tender plants in wfnter do, 

That want the Aid's jreviving ray. 

Ah, cruel Love ! at laft I wear 

Thy chains, thus taken by furprize ; 
Whilft to fair'Chloe you repair. 

To reign and triumph in iier eyes. 

THE CONTRARY AGREEMENT. 

BY I^IL JACKSON. 

tXr HEN I tell Cbloc hdvjr I love her, 
^ ^ She turns all to ridicule : 
When with my fighs l! try to move her, 
I 'm a wiumng canting fool. 

Well, Chloe, if it thus muft be, 

I *ll own myfelf as great an afs. 
As fam'd in Love's knigl^t-errantry. 

As the great Don of Mancha was. 

I *ve iigh'd, and vow'd, imd all in jell, 

(For once my tongue ray heart belies) 
And in romantic tales confeit 

The faqcy'd cgnquefls of your cyes*^ 

F z So, 



€B MISCELLANY POEMS. 

.€o, Deareft, then, we 're boih agreed, 

Alike detefl, alike approve ; 
And the grand point 's at laft decteed. 

We both agree, that is, We love. 



UNDER A L A DT:.S PICTURE., . 

BY MR; J'AOK^'SON. ' 

T> EHOLD this bright and lovely piece ! . 
•*-' Such was the charming Queen oJF Gircece, ... 
Whofe flame Troy's palaces CQiifumM. - -• ^ 

As many hearts to hers- are doom'd I 

casiAX QH A rst^T ^KitciTfLi dp ogis^cARTSft 
<U THINK, THEREl'ORE. I AM.*' 

. BY T H 1 . » A M £. . '• -i i ■ '^ ". / 

/^ OME, felf-reieaingTb9}i|htf ' .'. ,. , ^ j^ 

^^ With deep and filent RXcdit«iPXifraMgli5f , :. ... ! 

Confin'd unto my penlive foul. 

Eternal circling eddies roll, " 

Dam up the avenues of fenfc:, ■/ 

Let me no more receive from thence ' *' fpebfe.' 

Th' uncertain ohjefts the dcltiding world does now dif- 
Ah ! let me then lie nought 
But pure abftrafted Tliought, 
Whilft the idea of myfelf I frame. 
For iirll I think, aad xbeace conclude. I am. 



ESSAY <3N DES CARTES. if 

V/hat then 's this gaUdy fccne I feem to foe ? " 

Above, a convex canopy j 

Below, a fpecious painted ball. 
And every where a moving animal. 

Thofe various ob}e6ls, that appear 
T' altc«$t my touch, my tafte, my fmell, my ear,. 

Chimaeras all — nor do 1 know 

Where any fuch cxift or no. 
Or can as yet a jufl: criterion fhovv. 

For, if I 've once deluded l>een. 

Why may not I be fo again ? 
What if in Error's mould my mind was caft 
At hrft, and ftill the fame imprelTions laft ? 
Or fome malignant Daemon me deludes. 
And all thcfe fairy images obtrudes ? 
But then, what real fubftanee can 1 find ? 
I '11 think — ^and fomething 'tis that thinks-!— and mufK 

cxift— my mind. 

But can't I be aftrafted too from Thought ? 

No — 'tis a fel-f-difcovering note 

To the Exiltence, whilft I will not, docs contejr .. 

That very Will, my Being does difplay 

Like fire, that its own flames betray. 
Since then I'm fure of Thought, and know thereby I am^ 
But all external objculs may be empty name, 
On that 1 'U ali my age employ, and look on tUefc 

But as fuppos'd deceitful fubflances. 



F 3 SOUG^ 



70 M I S C E L L AN Y P)OE M'S^ . 

SONG. BY COL. HENNINGH. 

C 1 N C E Spartan heroes were fo dull, 
^ They felt not Beauty's power j 
Thrice happy we, whofe joys are full, 

Whilft Love grows ercry houi". 
Tis pity in a noble mind 

Nature fhould bear no part, 
How can the brave be truly kind,. 

And Love not touch the heart? 

Though Mars his empire rule by day,. 

And boaft his mij^hty fpoils, 
Yet Love at night (hall fiill repay 

The hazard of his toils : 
Whilft courage docs with vigour move, 

Our conqueft to com pleat, 
The Fair an eafy viftim prove, 

The brave by force fubmir. 

THE INDIFFERENT. ASQl 

TO THE TUNE OF LALERIDA. 

BY THE EARL OF ORRERY*. 

T T E that in Love would flill prevail, 
•*--*• Or not I* troubled if he fail, 

Let him my way be a Lover j 
At firft I feem to die for Love, 
If that lier pity will not move, 

Without it I recover. 

• Charles, the well-known opponent of Bentley in th 

t] 



THE INDIFFERENT. 7^* 

But if the Lady 's kind and true,' 
lalways ftrive trt be ft too, 

Thus to pity I invite her; 
But if a tyrant (he will prove, 
And tleny that for which I love,' 

I tyrant torn aftd flight her. 

Thus wiien T do a bcjuty fee, 
I like her juft as- (he likes me. 

Who vexes if I don't take her : 
But yet the confcqucnce is bad ; 
For, if (he *s fair, muft I be mad ? 

I Ti rather ftraight forfako her. 

ifoveify on Phalarls's Eplflles, and the inventor of the ma- 
chine which bears his name, who fucceeded to the earldom of 
Orrery on his brother Lionel's death in 1703. In the above- 
mentioned controverfy he was fuppofed to have had the af- 
filtancc of the wits of CKrift Church, Attcrbuiy, Smallndgc, 
&c. which Swift, in his Battle of the Books, ftyles " a fuit 
**of armour given him by all the Gods." This, however, 
his fon Weil obfcrves, ^< the Gods nev«r beftowtd but upon their 
** favouiitcs," an Achilles or an ^neas : Life of Swift, Let. 
xxiii. Some Cambridge wags, on this occafion, made a truly 
clai&cal pun, exhibiting, in a print, Phalaris's guards thrufl- 
ing Bentlcy into the tyrant's brazcn-buU, and this label if- 
fuing from the Doctor's mouth "I- had rather 'be roajlect' 
*^than hoy led.** His LfOrt'.fhip alfo wrote a copy of verfos 
on The Difpenfary, a Prologue to one of Southern's plays, 
and a Cormcdy ^alkd *•' As You find it," whofe only fauh, 
Budgell fays, is, it had too much wit in it. He died Aug. 289 - 
173 1. The late elegant tranllator of Pliny was his fon. D. 
F 4. The 



tij:* MISCEULA^NT POEMS. 

T O :B E L I N ,D A. 
ANONYMOUS*; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTIO 

T N Church, the prayer-book, and the fan difplay*d. 

And folemn curt'fies, ihew the wily naaid j 
At Plays, the leering look's and wanton airs, ^ 
And nods and faiiles, are fondly meant for fnarcff. 
Alas! Tain Chaj-mer, you no Lovers gel ; 
There yon ffeein' Hypocrite^ and* here Coquetre. 

TQ FLA VI A; FR O M' T H E S A ME, 

"^^r A T U K E, in. pity, has deny'd-you- fljape, 
•*• ^ Elfe how fliould mortals Flavia's chain el'capc^ 
Your radiant afpeft, and your rofy bloom, 
Without this form would bring a gencr^al ^oom^i 
At once our ruin and relief we fee; 
At fight are captives, ami at fight are free; 

ON NrCOLINFS LEAVING THE STAGE. 
FROM THE S AM E. 

"DE gone, our nation's pleafure. and reproach! 

Britain ^Q more with idle trills debauch- j 
Back to thy own unmanly Venice fail. 
Where luxury and loofe dcfires prevail; 
There thy emafculating voice employ, • 
And raife the triumplis of the wanton boy. 

* Some of thefe poems, as I have already mentioned, ] 
btlieve to be Mr, Steele's. N. 

Long 



ON NrCOLINI'3 LEAVING THfi STA€E.. 7$» 

Long, ah ! too long the foft enchantment reign'd, . 
Sedoc*d the wife, and ev'n the brave enchained ; - 
Hence with thy curft deluding fong ! away ! 
Shall BririlB'ffeedbm thus become thy prey ? 
Freedom, which we fb dearly us'd to prize, 
We fcorn*d to yield ic — but to Britiih eyes. ~ 

Atlift, ye gales ; with expeditious care 
Walt this prepofterous idol of the Fair ^ 
Confent, ye Fair, and let the trifler go^- 
Nor bribe wibh wilhes adirerfe winds to blow : 
Nonfenfc grew pleafmg by his Syren arts, 
And dole from Shakefpeare's fcif our-eafy heartSi> . 

IMITATION^ OF- A FRENCH AUTHOR! 

ANONYMOUS: FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION^ 

/^ AN you count the iilver lights 

^^ That deck the Ikies, and chear the nights s 

Or the leaves that ftrew the vales,- 

When groves are ftript by winter gales : 

Or the drops tl\at in the morn • 

Hang with tranfparent pearl the thorn : 

Or Bridegroom's joys, orMiftr's cares. 

Or Gameller's oaths, or Hermit's prayers : 

Or Envy's pangs, or Love*s alarms. 

Or Marlborough's afts, or — n's charitw ? 



A SIGK. 
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A SlCrj, FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

f^ ENTLE air, thou breath of lovers, 
^-^ Vapour from a fecret fire. 
Which by thee itfelf difcovcrs. 
Ere yet daring to afpirej 

Softell note of whifper'd aiiguifh. 

Harmony's •refined part, - ^ . «.. , 

Striking, while thou fecna'ft to latiguiifr^ 

Full upoji the liftcncr*s licartf 

Safefl mcfTcnger of paflion, 

Stealing through a crovvitl of fpies^ 
Who cenftrain the outward falEion, 

Clofe the lips, and watch the eyes ; 

Shapelcfs Sigh \ we ne'er can ihow thee, 

Fram'd but to aflault the ear : 
Yet, ere to their cod they know thee. 

Every nymph may read thee — - Here, 



A SOLILOQUY OUT OF ITALIAN^ 

BY THE SAME WRITER. 

/^ OULD he, whom my diffembled rigour grieves, 
^^ But know what torment to ray foul it gives j 
He'd find how fondly I return his flame, 
And want myfelf the pity he would claim. 
Immortal Gods ! why has your doom decreed 
Two wounded hearts with equal pangs (hould bleed ? 

Since 



A sbLtLOQUT OUT OF ITALlA?<r. 77 

Since that great law, which your tribunal guides, 
Has join'cl in love" whom Deftiny divides j 
Repent, ye Powers, the injuries you caufe, 
Or change our natures, or reform your laws. 

Unhappy partner -of my killing pain. 
Think what I feel the moment you compfain. 
Each figh you utter wounds ray tendered par^ 
So much my lips mifreprefent my heart. 
When from your. eyes die falling drops diflill 
My vital olood jn ev^ry tear you fjaill : 
And all thofc mournful agonies I bear ■ ; 
Arc but .the echoes of my .Own dcfpiiCi- 



A N A C X;.E O N> ODE XLV. 

TROM "STEe'lE'S iC g.jLL^.C X I'aN. 

TXT HEN M^y^tliBE Lemniaii. darts ibnjcy*d> 
^ ^ Which VulQa«j foig*d for Cupids bow j 
•** What foolifli tqy j» are th«fe, hfr fiud,. . 
How brittle and how fiigl\iC theyi Arow ! 

Fit play-thing-s for a child t* When ftraight 

The little God did one prepare ; 
^* Here try, faid he, if this wants weight /* 

And gave it to the God of War. 

He took the dart, its weight he try'd, 
While Venus fmil'd to fee him caught j 

^ Here, take it back again, he cry'd, 
Ti* nuich more weighty tlian I thought. ** 

Tl« 



78 MI S C E L L A N y .? O^E H S. 

The little archer, wanton grown 

To find the God of War flievv fear, 
<* Keep it, faid he, arid henceforth own 

My dart wounds^ deeper than your fpcar." 

A N.A C RE ON, O D E XXX. 

r 
ANONYMOUS ; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

'TT^HE Mufcs,-frolitkfome'and gay, 
■■■ Caught Cupid as he Heeping lav, 
'•'With -rayrtle^itwigs^is hands they ty'd, 
And laid him' bj Cleora's ^e. ' 

She (IroakM his cheeks, and often prefl: 
The wanton archer toiler 4>ita&; ' 

Then loos'd his hands.—** You 're free !*' flie faiij 
"Yet he rcf\is*d Wlcave the rbaid. 

In vain his mother hunts abouty . . 

Offers rewards tor>£nd him otit $ 
In vain would fetthe captive free. 
He *s plea^'^ with fuch a (lavery. 
Clofe by her fide he watching lies^ 
!The wretch who fees Clcora'dies, 
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[ -79 1 ' 

xMART C^TTEEN O F F R A N C E, 

^0 CHARLES BRANDON DUKE OF SUFFOLK, 

ANONYMOUS; FRO-M STEELfe's COLLECTION. 

The Prlncefs "Mary, Henry the ;Eightli''s younger fifler, 
being in love with the Duke of Suffoll;, ^y»«, for pjoblic 
reafousy married to Lewis, the Twelft.h. of France, who 
diul in fix . months after. The^ Q^een, being again at 
liberty, writes the foliawin| Epiiiile.xo ,the Duke of 
Suffolk,,her firft lover. 

T E T thefe £bft lines my kindeft thoughts convey^ 

^^ And tell thee what I fuffer by thy (lay. 

Did feas divide us, this might well cxcufe 

Thy negligence, and my fond heart abufe. 

But Calais from the Kentifli ftrand is fcen; 

A gentle current only rolls between. 

Nor needs my Suffolk, like Leander, brave 

A prcfent death in every breaking Wave, 

When, guided oiily by a glimmeiring light, 

Hd crofs'd the ftormy Hellefpont' by night. 

Tall (hips, with flyibg fails and Istbouring oars. 

Attend to land thee on the Gallic thores. 

But tliou art changed — that ardor is cxpir'd, 

Which once thy wiflies with im park nee 'fir'd ; 

Wlica Savoy's blooming dutchefs ftrove in vain 

From me the conqtieft of thy heart to gain r 

Invited by great Henry's martial fame, 

The haughty princcfs, with her brother, came 

To 
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To compliment the King for Tournay gained j 

Where, in a rich pavilion entertain'd, y 

Tliy noble form th* unguarded Fair furpriz'd j 

Nor were her tender wifhes long difguis'd : - 

Whatever Flattery, Love, or wanton Art, 

Could do, (he pra^sM to feduce thy heart. 

Gr«at Anthony, by ftich allurements gain'd, 

For Cleopatra lall his glory ftain'd^ 

Bat thy iirm faith no injury received ; 

For you ftiH Ibv'd, or I was well dccelv'd : 

Nor were my virgin voWs lefs true to thee, 

When young Caftile addrefs'd the' court for me. 

The charms of proffer'd empire I refign'd ; , ^ 

Brandon was more' than empire, to my mind : -^ J'. 

While, without rivals, in thy breaft I reign'd. 

My thoughts the pageantry of power difdain'd. 

But, sth'I what changes Ivuman joys attend ! ' . 

On fickle turns our brighteft hopes depend. 

Viftorious Henry's arms -ftill meet fucctfs j 

The vanquifli^d GauU at laft propofc a peace. 

By Wolfey's policy their terms fucceed ; -^ 

The long contending nations are agreed ; >, 

And I the public vidHm am decreed. J 

'Condemned to fhare the Chriflian Monarch's bed, 

And curs'd with that magnificence I fled. 

i knew my rank no private choice allow'd, 

And what a Frincefs to her country ow'd. 

Thefe fplendid maxims fhould have fway'd ray breail, 

But Love entirely had my foul polTcTs'd. 

How oft I wifli'd my kinder dtftiny 

Had funk the Queen in fome oUcurc degree ; 

WhiU 



TO THE DUKE OF SUFFOLK, ti 

While, crown'd by rural maids with painted flowers, 

1 rang'd the fields, and (lept in verdant bowers ; 

Belov'd of fome young fwain, with Brandon's face. 

His voice, his gefture, and his blooming grace, 

In all but birth and flate refembling thee 1 

Then unmolefled we had liv*d, and free 

From all the curd reftraints which greatnefs brings ; 

While grots» the meads, the (hades, and purling fprings. 

The flowery valley, and the gloomy grove, 

Had heard of no fuperior name to Love. 

Such fcenes of this inglorious life I drew. 

And half belicv*d the charming fi£lion true, 

Till real ills dinfolv'd the pleafmg dreams, 

The groves and vallies fled, the lawns and filvcr ilrearos. 

The gay fantaftic paradife I mourn'd ; 

While courts and fa£i;ions, crowns and cares, returned. 

With ilghs I Aill recall the fatal day. 
When no pretence could gain a longer ftay. 
The lovely Q^ieen my parting forrow favv, 
Nor Henry's prefence kept my grief in awe. 
No rules of decent ouftora could control, 
Or hide the wide diforder of my foul, 
When fliipp'd for France before the dancing wind 
The navy fled, and left my hopes behind. 
With weeping eyes I ftill furvey'd the flrand. 
Where on a riling cliff I faw thee (land 5 
Nor once from thence my fledfaft fight withdrew, 
Till the lov'd obje£k was no more in view. 
" Farewell, I icry'd, dear charming youth I with thee 
^ach chewful profpc^t va^iihes from roc*" 

.^OL. IV, G Loud 



l2 MtSCELLANY ?0EMS. 

IxmhL <fliMits M|d trramphs om die Gallic ooaft 
Salute me ^ bat the noify zetal w«8 loft. 
Nor fliouts Bor mumphs drew sny ieafl re^rd^ 
Thy parting fi^si^ voechought, were ali 1 iaear<l 
But now at AlfacviVlc by Loui's met, 
I drove the thoughts -of SuiFolk to forget $ 
For liere tny fakh was to my monarch vow^d. 
And foknm rices my pailion difaHow'd : 
However pure my former flames had been, 
Unblemiih'd hoitour made them now a fin. 
But fcarce my virtue had the conqueft gained. 
And every wild forbidden wifli rcftrain'd j 
When at St. jdeonis, with imperial ftate 
InYefted, on the Gstllic tihrone I fate ; 
The day with noble tournaments was gvac'd, 
Y«ur name «mongft the Briti& champions plK^jd. 
Invited by a guikf thirft of fame. 
Without regard to my repofc, you came. 
The lifts I faw thee entering with fttrprize. 
And felt the darting glances of thine eyes. 

** Ye facred Powers, I cry'd, that rule above ! 
Defend my breaft from this perfidious love 1 
Ye holy Lamps ! before ^hofe aweful ligiit^ 
I gave my hand ; nod ye religious rites ! 
Aflift me now ; nor let a thought unchaftc. 
Or guilty wiOi, my plighted lK)nour blaft i" 
While pailion, ftruggling with my pious fears, 
Forc'd from my eyes involuntary tears. 
Some tender bloflbm thus, with leaves enlarged. 
Declines its W:$d, with midoight dew o*»rcharg'4» 



TO THE DtfK"E OF SUFFOLK. 

Tke .pafli^g \>r%cz9S Ihifkf the ^enx]e fiowqip 

^nd fcat^r all 9roun4 a fcarl^ (hovzer. 

From this diftraf^ing hour I fhunn'd thy fight, 

And gain'd the cotiqucft by a prudent fixghu 

Bat human turns, and foverdgn dediny. 

Have fet me now from thoie engagements free* 

The ftars, propttious to my virgin love, 

My firft dcfires and early vows approve 5 

While bufy politicians urge in vain, 

That public reafons (hould my choice rcftrain ; 

That none but York's or Lancafter's high race, 

Or great Pianugenet's, I ought to grace I 
Nor Suffolk wants a long illuftrious line. 
And worth that Aall in future records fhine. 
Tliey own*d thy valour when thy conquering lanct 
Carry'd the prize from all the youth of France. 
Thy merit Henry's conftant favour ihows» 
And Envy only can my choice oppofc. 
Thy" noble prefencc, wit, and fine addrefs. 
The Britiih and tht Gallic court confcfs. 
Alangon's Ihape, and Vcnd6mc*s fparkling eye, 
Count Paul's gay mien, and Bourbon's majeftyi 
Ko longer are admir'd, when thou art by. 
There nothing wants to juftify my flame. 
The ftatefmen grant, but a poor empty name* 
And what 's the gaudy title of a Kit g ? 
What folid blifs can royal grandeur bring } 
When thou art abfcnt, what 's the court to me^ 
But tirefonne ftate, and dull ^mallty } 
This toy ^ prown I wo^\d ^efigp, to prove 
Tl^ peaceful joys of innocence and love. 

G z T llEl 
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THE STORY OF C I P P U $♦. 

BY THE SAME WRITER. 

A S Cippus in the trembling dream furvey'd 
^^ The footing horns that (hade his conquering hcad^ 
His temples firft he feels, and with furprize 
His touch confirms the cenfure of his eyes. 
Straight to the ikies his horned front he rears. 
And to the Gods dire£^s thefe pious prayers : 
** If this portent be profperous, O decree 
To Rome th* event j if othervvife, to me V 

An altar then of turf h& haflcs to raife. 
Rich gums in fragrant exhalations blaze ; 
The panting entrails crackle as they fry, 
And boding fumes pronounce a myAery* 
Soon as the Augur faw the holy fire, 
And vi£tims with prcfaging iigns expire, 
To Cippus then he turns his eyes with fpeed, 
And views the horny honours of his head ; 
Then ci7*d, " Hail, Conqueror I thy call obej', 
Thofe ojnens I behold prefage thy fway, 
Rome waits thy nod, unwilling to be free, ^ 

And owns thy fovcreign power as Fate's decree !** 

He faid ; and Cippus, darting at th' event. 
Spoke in thcfe words his pious difcontent : 

" Far hence, ye Gods, this execration fend j 
And the great race of Romulus defend. 
Better that I in exile live abhorr'd. 
Than e'er the Capitol, (ho uld (lyle me Lord." 

♦ From Ovid, Met. XV. And fee Valerius Maximui. N, 
'■""'- Thk 



THE STORY' OP CIPPUS. «J 

This fpoke, he hides with leaves Ivis omenVl head> 

Then prays, the Senate next convenes, and faid : 
•* If Augurs can forefee, a wretch is come, 

Defjgn'd by Deftiny the banc of Rome. 

Two horns- he has : if e*er within tlie town. 

Your liberty and Latiao laws are gone. 

Your g:ites he might have enter'd j but this arm 

Seiz'd the ufurper,and with-heUl the harm; 

Hafte, find the moniler out, and let him be 

Condenin'd to all the Senate can decree ; 
Or ty*d in chains, or into exile thrown ; 
Or by the; tyrant's death prevent your own.*' 

The crowd fuch murmurs utter as they fland. 
As fwelling furges. breaking on the ftrand : 
Or as when gathering gales fweep o'er fomc grove, 
And their tall heads the bending cedars move. 
Each with confufton gaz'd, and then began 
To feel his fellow's brows, and find the man. 
Cippus then (hakes his garland oil, and cries, 
" The wretch you want, I offer to your eyes.'* 

The anxious throng look'd down, and, fad in thought. 
All wifh'd they had not found the fign they fought : 
In hade with laurel-wreaths his head they bind|. 
Such honour to fuch virtue was aflTign'd. 
Then thus ^he Senate — " Hear, O Cippus, hear j 
So Godlike is thy tutelary care, 

That, fmce in K,ome thyfcif forbids thy (lay, n 

For thy abode jthofc acres we convey > 

The plough-fliare can furround, the labour of the day. J 
In deathlefs records thou ihalc (land inroU'd, 
And Rome's rich polls ifhall fhine with horns of gold." 
G 3 T W.^ 
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fHfi LOVER'S PRAfER, 
ANONYMOUS; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

'TT'E gentle Lores ai^ foft Dfeiires, 
-*■ That faft your owii fantaflic flr«»j 
Why arc ye fo unjuft to m€, 
To leave feir Sacchariffii free j 
To let her triumph iii my pain. 
And all yow little arts difdain ? 
Untouched ih« rambles up and down. 
And captivates the ga^tng town ; •' 

Wherc-e'er fhe calls her wandering cyei. 
In every face they meet furprizt ; 
In every heart a temple 's rais'd, 
By every tongue her beauty 's prais'd j 
While {hCf unkind, negle6ls a feat. 
And thinks to wandet 's to be great* 
So the bold Macedonian boy, 
Thought h was Godlike to deflroy J 
Not knowing, that to truly reign, 
Is not to conquer^ but maintain. 

O VcftUs, daughter of great Jove, 
Qirten of Beauty, Queen of Love j 
If c*«r Adonis bkfs'd your arms. 
If e'er you revel*d in his charms. 
If e'er you kifs*d his rolling eyes, 
Or c*er devoured his amorous fighs j 
Or e'er you did thofc torments prove 
That wait upon negle6ted Love ; 
Let thie fair tyrant feel thy power, 
Thotigh proof againft t goldtn ihower* 

WOMA N. 
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WOMAN. FROM THE SAME. 

Vro W thus it is when ten^r Virgins burn, 
^ And feel the fiery God within their veins-r 
They affe£t tht downy chiiiy and rofy thttk ; 
And lik^ die youth that 's baihful as therafelves.- 
But, when experience and ripe years bring knowledge. 
Then, with a wary eye, »fid (harp difcerment. 
They chufe a man of faultlcfs ihape and features^ 
Able of llmbti, atid fprightly in his look^^ 
That can both raife and fatisfy defires. 
Him to allure ihcy have a thoufahd arts, 
Deep in their kind as thofe of Machiavel. 
With fuch an one they wifh to fpend their dzys. 
With fuch an one an age were fcarce a day ! 
In junketing, and fong, and frolic dance. 
And reftlefs mirth th' unwearied day they *I1 pafs> 
And longefl winter nights are then too ihort. 
But quickly comes old age, forlorn, forfaken,.. 
Which cannot love, bccaufe not lov'd again : 
Then 'tis they will approve the homely drudge. 
And pay him wages dinted to his merit : 
For looks and beauty they have fmall regard, 
But value ihoulders of prodigious fize. 
Thick ftrutting calves, a black and flubbed beard. 
Which, newly ihorn, looks blue about the chin. 
Thus women love in their declining years ; 
And thefe the charms which win that brittle fex« 
But as for learning and tlie (kill of arts, 
(Bright ornaments of life, the gift of heaven) 
£.ii0W|; though a man knew all that 's tq be known ; 

G 4 Could 
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Could challenge Phoebus, and the tuneful nine ; 
Could fo exalt himfelf by vigorous thought, 
That, in the trances of fweet contemplation. 
He were all foul and pure intelligence ; 
This man would they defpife of all mankind. 
And could no more be brought with him to join 
In holy wedlock's bands, or otherwife, 
Than angels to inform an earthly clod. 

VERSES SENTTO A LADY, 

WITH THE TRAGEDY OF CATO. 

ANONYMOUS; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

T N vain, O heavenly maid, do I perufe 

■*" Th* inftruftive labours of the Tragic Mufe, 

If Cato's virtue cannot cure my foul. 

And all the jarrinj^ paflions there control 

In vain — but ah ! what arguments can prove 

Sufficient to refill the force of Love ? 

I burn like Marcus in th' impetuous fire j 

Like him I languilh with the fond defire ; 

Like him I groan beneath th' uncafy weighr, 

And ev*n, like him defpairing, wifh my fate. 

Could you with Lucia's eyes behold my pain. 

Then would you drive to foften your difdain : 

My anxious griefs you tender bread would move. 

And raife compailion, where they could not love. 

But lo bright Marcia ! fee, relentlefs fair. 

In Cato's daughter thy whole felf appear. 

In thee, alas ! her lovely virtues fhine. 

Her charms, her heavenly beauties all arc thine f 

6 And 
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And whilft in moving numbers is difplay'd 
Juba's foft paflion for the glorious maidy 
Think you behold your lover proftate lie. 
In tendered accents think you hear me (igh : 
Then, then be kind — and on my fuff^rings fmile. 
As generous Marcia pitied Juba's toil. 
Thou, in whom all the Roman virtues dwell, 
Let not the Roman mercy thine excel ; 
Since Love like that of Juba fills my brcaft. 
Let me at length with equal joys be bled. 

THE SPRING. FROM THE SAME. 

WT HEN wintery blafts aud ruffling dorms expire.^ 
^y And nature kindles up her genial fire 5 
When the gay park puts on a lively green ; 
ClariiTa there in all her charms is feen. 
Her fparkling eyes did double luftre bring; 
Her glowing bloom confed the youthful Spring : 
O cr Her dain'd cheeks vermillion bluihes ran $ 
A Goddefsmov'd. And Florio thus began : 

« See, fee, ClarilTa, how thefe meadows rife 
In all their flowery pride and varied dies I 
How on tJiofe trees the orient blofTom blows, 
And yon fmooth amber dream in fiiencc flows ! 
Here the tall elm from falling rains defends : 
The lime-tree there a grateful fragrance fends. 
. Above, fee gilded tra^s and crydal Ikies : 
Below, gay landikips, verdant fcenes arifc ; 
The verdapt fcenes, refle6ling miUlcft light, 
4^ften the profpe6b, and refrelh the fight. 

And 
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And now ftm clMids in pfttrl^F eutmits fioW, 
And glancing fua«betm» paint the gaudy hem, 
Whofe coloured trads, obfburely wtA^sig, dicir 
Varniih the cdrttiy and purgo tl)e tti'id^ iky. 

ThQ Wafcii^ ak:, fre^giKiK} with ff>i!ce4> comet s 
With every breath we draw*iii rich perfili&es > 
The (oft feitne ia every feature fhine^i : 
The heart beats joyoue^ actd the head lofines r 
The fprightly limbs their rprioging rigcyvat ihow % 
In fwifter tides the danewg fptrits flow : 
The fwelling fluid wantons in the vein : 
And gay ideas play about the brain : 
Each organ labours to exert its power, 
Atiif life eiult8» and mitui% Tallies d*er. 

Inform roe» fair-one, whence thefe fymptoms rifet 
"Why pants the bread ^ why languiih thus the eyes 1^ 
What makes the «iaid tfo bluih ? th& youth to flart^ 
Whence are thefe ecftafies and pangs of heart > 
Is it not nature's call» foft joys co pr»ve f 
Means it not lif^? aftd'Wfaac ifieansi life but LoVe?** 

Here, his voic^ failing asi hi» rapture rofe, 
In moving filence Pterio-figh'd hi$ vows : 
When to his hoaft the refluent fpirits cafme, 
With rifing joy h6 urg'd hi« heightened flame a^ 

^ Hear, how mild Zephvr fooths the amoious breail ! 
Hear him, like me, in dying murmurs wafle I 
See, how the birds, through all the (hady feats. 
Fill up the melody, and wooe their mates ! 
The birds, the beaft«, a gtntle fury moves. 
Through the wide air and earthj to feek their hc/vtt. 

z The 
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The glow of Love in every bofom reigns> 
And every nrnd diffolvcs m melttng paioc. 
Ev'n in thy bread more tender paflions rife. 
And fpwtad iimrfifaf fbftnef« &et thy eyes : 
A florid bloom fits 00 thy riptn-'d eharim^ 
And lamrbent youthful heat each beauty warms r 
The vernal foul, dxfRis^d thrbugh aril, itmttt 
To fwcctcti €ypria's jdys whh Hymen's rites.*' 

Soon as the ttemblmg nymph heatd Hymen naoti'd^ 
Her warmth redoubled, afid her wilbes flam'd j 
Her raviflx'd heart leap*d up ; flie jdy*d to fmd 
She might be i!ri6t!y goody smd fondly kind. 

FROM SANKA2ARIi;s*, 

ANONYMOUS: FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

A S Venus once Latona's daughter fpy'd 
•^^ Prep«r*d for fylvan game, the Wanton cry'd 1 
'* What I (till a loitering on the wood-land green, 
Still fpreading nets foe beafts, mod: noble Q^en }" 
Then ihe : " With nets I make the beads my prey. 
But who fpread thofe, fair, moded creature^ fay. 
When naked, caught, but not alone, you lay !" 

* A celebrated Italian and Latin poet ; bom at Naples,* 
and died 1530. His verfes on Venice (fee vol. IL p. 140 and" 
221) are printed in the fccond volume of Selena Poemata^ 
Italorum qui Latine fcripferunt, publifhed by Mr. Pope, Svo.- 
1740, p. 23. and alfo by Tom Coryat in his Crudities, p. 159 ;. 
who fays, the fenate of Venice beftowed on Sannazarius a* 
hundred crowns for every verfe. See the paflkge qMted at; 
length in Podfley's Old Playi> VXXL 19. N. 

TO 
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T O A PAINTER, 

ON HIS DRAWING A LADY's PICTURE. 

ANONYMOUS ; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

O O fair a fcmblance of fo fair a face, 

^ What hand but thine luccelsfully could trace ? 

To blended colours fo much beauty give, 

As might a lover's careful eyes deceive? 

On the dark eanvafs fee Dalinda rife, 

Whilft every fcnfe confefles its furprizc : 

So I>eauteous Cynthia darts a radiant light 

Through gloomy clouds, and gilds the fable night. 

SONG. FROM THE SAME. 

CTREPHON the young, the lovelieft fwain, 
^ That ever gracM th' Arcadian plain. 
Fair Cclia lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 

Hymen had warranted delight ; 
But ftill the fun, with hated light, 
Deferred the pleafures of the night. 

To eafe his pain, his harp he ftrung. 
And charm'd the wain of night along, 
With his foft harmonious fong. 

<* Phoebus, ruler of the day. 
Swiftly drive the hours away ; 
In the ocean drop the light. 
And haden on the lazy night. 



SONG. 9j 

If c*cr tliou heard'ft a Lover's vow. 
Propitious Phoebus, hear me now ; 
Since thou, who arc the fun, haft known 
Love's fires burn fiercer than mine own. 

And when, by my entreaties bow'd. 
Thou fect'ft in yonder evening cloud ; 
In Thetis' bofom tiiou may 'ft lie. 
And truft the day to Celia's eye. 

To her bright look thy rays will be 
But what Aurora is to thee : 
£nv (hall make thee later rife. 
And own the conqueft of her eyes." 

With fuch foft mufic did the fwain 
Of Love's tormenting cares complain, 
That Phoebus hafted on the night, 
And in the ocean dropt the light : 
To Celia's arms then Strephon came, 
And in them quench'd as bright a flame. 

« 
BION IMITATED. FROM THE SAME.' 

TH E Nine fair daughters of immortal Jove 
Refufe to patronize licentious Love ; 
And yet difdain not kindly to infpire 
The man, whofe brcaft contains a purer fire. 
To foul, diflionour'd luft, the baihfulJMufe 
Will every prayer and every wi(h refufe... 
Not fo to him who in ]iis virgin lays 
The fpotlefs image of his foul difplays. 

Then 
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Tlien the chafte Goddefs prefcnt to his view 
Stands forth confetl, nor need he once purA}e. 
Unaik'd (he infpires him with the tuneful ^rt. 
To footh the mind, and captivate the heart. 
This I atteiV, fmoe I hwe 4iften kaown 
The ti'uth of iwkat, l^ ae, the Miafet own. 
For, if fome Love lefs np^ were tay fei^, 
The faultering numliers died upoQ my «oogiie. 
But, fair Aq»tU|f v/bfiji to fhce J i^ng. 
Then all the Mufes th^ir titiAanoe Wtf^; 
With living thoughts th^y ^niAfte f^i Ijjm, 
•Pleas'd to immortalize t;be bright '4c£gn, 
'Which bears the luflre of a Dame liHe thine. 
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:TO ARISTUS,^ 

IN IMITATION OF A SONNET OF MILTCHT. 

AN0NYlVJK)U3i FROM STEEILE'S COhLEJCTlOJil. 

#^ Thou, who in thine early hloom of youth, 

^^- {Thougjh <|ark tl^c path, though nigged is 4^iwfy) 

Didft labour up the hill of heavenly truth. 

By glory ]e4» impacient of delay ; 

And now among thofe few moil ominent art daco^ 

That tread the turf of that immortal graea; 

Ariftus ! in whofe breaft the heavenly Mufc 
(Such is her care of godlike minds, like thine) 
The fpirit of each petfcftion did infufe 
That graces Phoebus and the tuneful titne j 
Thou wondrous youth, my artlefs numbers guidt^ ' 
^nd gently fan the fire^ which, but for tliee, had died. 
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Ev'n as that image, which Prometheus made. 
Whan wiinfbiia'd with tbac cclcftial five, 
Vpo? t;he ffcouM a £eiifieje£s .lump wa» lai4t 
Till heat divine did motion firft infpire; 
So me from this low earth thou firft didft raiie, 
■AikI ammste widi ^ tnfpiring pnofe. 
Whoi 4]«li we iiiie0t i «bII ^Akot wilt diott itftert 
To me 4;he tfuaihine of a friendly imrle P 
Wb«a iiaU we aim to joy eadh ^ullca hottr» 
And with fwotct talk Mir v|vioiM cares ^guile f 
Whea Aall we, x^barmV! with chofe dear joys we fecf. 
Let grey-e/d inoni «d night Tiiifaeeded |ieal f 
Then ihall the bnming hearth with chearfiil blaac 
DiiTolve the froft, and dhilling Winter's cold .• 
i, The (parkiing ¥^nc fliaU fwift-wing'd fancy raife, 

And cvipry faevthy of joy unfold 5 [the ea«) 

Then from the weH-tun'd harpyfbft founds Ihall fi;ril|;jp 
And warble in fublimer notes the Tufcan air. 
So ihall the wintery ^linutes chearful p^Sy 
Until Favooius with bi$ breath infpire 
£adi gentle yopth, and every bloonung lafs. 
To feel returning love, and foft defire; 
Tillr crown'd with rofes, ncw-bom Spring appear, 
Spring, thefwect, purple dawn and morning x)f the ycigr» 
If thee, Ariftua^iuch delight$ ^an pleafe, 
Lofc not th* enjoyment of the pfefent hour 1 
'Let this ^bepafs'd in no inglorio^s eajGe ; 
The.prefent only is within our power. , 

Do not, too wifely^ from thi§ joy regain j / ^ . 

^i^f^M&td once, perhaps ^wiU ne^r return agiun. 

PRO- 



96 MISCELLANY POEMS. 
PROLOGUE, SPOKEN BY MR. WILKS, 

AT THE OPENING OF THE THEATRE ROYAL, 
THE DAY AFTER HIS MAJ£STY*S PUBLIC ENTRV. 
ANONYMOUS; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

A T length, Britannia, refcued from thy fears, 
^^ Renew thy joys t thy promis'd King appears. 
How did thy fons, each hour, with anxious mind, 
Confttlt the ikies, .and importune' the wind I 
How did they count each wave that caus'd his ftay, 
Still rolling backward o'er the watery way ! 
How did his entry every foul employ ! 
How (Irong the tranfport ! and how loud the joy ! 

While you were zealous for your Sovereign*8 right, 
For him we made our Greeks and Romans fight. 
Oft as the Mufe fomo godlike hero drew, 
Or let a virtuous patriot to your view ; 
So oft we warm'd you in the Brunfwick caufe. 
And fix'd a generous people to their laws. 

Though great the dearth of Comic fools will 1^, 
And a thin crop of coxcombs we forcfee ; 
Though fenfe is like to thrive throughout the land. 
And all French fopperies will be contraband : 
Wc tiot defpair. Some ridicule may rife. 
Some modiih oddnefs, fome bizarre difguife : 
So oft doth rapture foher fenfe deftroy ; 
For Folly ever was the child of Joy. 
At leaft, for dear variety,. you *11 chufe 
Sometimes to liden to .the Tragic Mufe : 
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Here (liall you fit^ and folemn (llence keep, 
Lefl you grow wanton, and forget to weep : 
When fuch a Monarch comes to blefs the age, 
No forrows ihall be felt, but from the flage. 

ODE ON HIS MAJESTY'S RETURN. 
FROiM THE SAME COLLECTION, 

" Turn mcae (fi quid loquar audlendum) 
" Vocis accedet bor.a pars: & 6 Sol 
** Pulcher, o laudandc, oanaiis, recepto 

<* Caefarc fcllx." Hor. Od. IV. z, 

QAFETY attend the ftiip tliat biings 
*^ The grcatell, wifcll, hell of Kings! 
Conduct her, Heaven, acrofs the deep I 
Lay the unruly winds allcep, 
Command the bluftering rtorms to ccafe. 
And will the elements to peace ! 

O happy nation ! people hlcfs'd ! 
(Late moft unhappy ! moll: diflrefs'd !) 
Forget thy jv:ars, forgive thy wroni^s; 
In willing, loyal, joyt'nl throngs 
Meet the Preventer of thy fate, 
Tvleet the Redeemer of thy flatc. 

With piojs tears and grief confcfs'd, 

]^igia reli^ns the Royal gucft : 

Her pious tears our joys increafc. 

Her grief bcfpcaks our happincfs ; 

And fljouts, which echo from her cond, 

Say Belgia'b wants are Biitain's boalh 

Vol. IV. H Dif- 
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Difpeird be our unquiet fears ; 

For fee, at length, great George appears t 

The glad exulting crowd furveys 

The pride of Britain, Europe's praifej 

The Prince by bounteous Heaven defign'd 

The eoromon Patron of mankind. 

Indulgent Father of our Iflc, 
Monarch of our affe6lions, hail I 
With bloodlefs unbought laurels crown'd. 
Welcome once more on Engh'lh ground ; 
To fubjcfts welcome, blcfs'd, and free, 
Protefted, refcued, fav'd by thee. 

Ye Powers divine !* whofe righteous fway 
All fublunary things obey ! 
Accept our thanks for George reftor'd, 
Britannia's greateft, beft-lov'd Lord, 
Whofe glory is his people's eafe, 
Juftice his Throne, his fceptre Peace. 

Continue {till, kind Heaven, to blefs 
His arms and councils with fuccefs ! 
His pcrfon guard ; prolong his reign. 
Our legal freedom to maintain ; 
Invading tyrants to oppofe j 
And cruih the hopes of home-bred foes! 



PI 
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PROLOGUE, WRITTEN BY SEVERAL HANDS*. 
DESIGNED FOR MR. D'URFEY'S LAST PLAY. 

/^ RO WN old in rhyme, 'twere barbarous to difcard 
^^ Your perfevering, unexhaufted bard : 
DamnatioD follows death in other men, 
Bot your damn'd Poet lives, and writes again. 
Th' adventurous lover is fucccfsful ftill, 
Who ftrivcs to pleafe the fair againfl her will : 
Be kind, and make him in Mx-s wi(hes eafy, 
Who in your own dejpite has ftrove to pleafe ye. 
He fcorn'd to borrow from the wits of yore j 
But ever wnt as none e'ec writ before. 
You modern wits, ihould each man bring his claim, 
Have defperate debentures on your fan)e j 
^ And little would be left you, I 'm afraid. 
If all your debts to Greece and Rome were paid. 
From liis deep fund our author largely draws j 
Nor finks his credit lower than it was. 
Though Plays for honour in old time he made, 
Tis now for better reafons — to be paid. 
Believe him, Sirs, he has known the world too long, 
And feen the death of much immortal fong. 
He fays, poor Poets loft, while Players won ; 
As Pimps grow rich, while Gallants are undone. 
Though Tom the Poet writ with cafe and plcalure. 
The Comic Tom abounds in other trcafurc. 

* Firft printed In Steele's Colleftlon ; and aficrward In 
^^ic Mifcellanics of Swift and Pope. N. 

a I Fame 
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Fame is at bed an unperforming cheat ; 
But *tis fubflantial happinefs to eat. 
Let eafe, liis laft requcft, be of your giving ; 
Mor force him to be <lafnn'd to get his living. 

LOVE'S RELIEF. 
ANOKYMOUS ; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

A Wretch long tortur'd with difdain, 
•^^ That hourly pin'd, but pin'd in vain. 
At length the God of Wine addiefti'd. 
The refuge of a wounded brcaft : 

" Vouchfafc, oh Power, thy healing aid, 
•feach me to gain the cruel maid ;' 
Thy juices take the Lover's part, 
Flufh his wan looks, and chear his heart." 

Thus to the jolly God he cried ; 
And thus the jolly God replied : 
*« Give whining o'er, be brifli and gay. 
And quaft this fneaking form away. 

With dauntlefs mien approach the fair 5 
The way to conquer is to dare." 
The Swain purfued the God's advice ; 
The Nymph wa$ now no longer nice. 

Sl\e fmil'd, and fpoke the fex's mind ; 
^* When you grow daring, we grow kind : 
Men to tljeraftlves are moft fevere, 
And make us tyrants by their fear." 

I ST.^ 
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ST. JULIAN'S PRAYER. 

IMITATED FROM LA FONTAINE. 

ANONYMOUS J FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

TXTHILST on their wings the gentle Zephyrs b^ar 
^ ^ The youthful feafon of the blooming year ; 

While the bright fun attends on nature's birth, 

And with a warmer kifs falutes the earth; 

While Venus o'er the whole creation reigns. 

And Cupid revels on the flowery plains ; 

Pregnant wiih fwects, while fanning breezes move, 

Saluting as tliey pafs the citron-grove. 

And univerfal Nature glows with Love ; 

I feel my blood and fpirits fwifter glide, 

And fancy flowing in a fuller tide. 

Alone, I now fomc tale of Love rehcarfc 5 

Or, if I ilurai>er, ftill I dream of Verfe. ' <- 

Ccleftial' Mufe ! if *tis from thee my breaft 

Is with the love of Poetry polTcft ; 

Raife thy young Poet from the vulgar throng, 

Suflain his flight, and animate his fong : 

Far from m^thou^';his ail other cares remove. 

But only thofc of Toctry and Love. 

Be this an earneft of my future praife, 

An omen thou wilt bUfs luy growing bays ; 

Confirm the youthful bard, who trembling fcara 

To bear a weight unequal to his years. 

Shew, that it is from thee my heart o'erflows, 

While Fancy paints the fubjedl Judgement chofe. 

H 3 la 
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In fair Milan there dwelt, of mighty fame, 
A noble Knight, and Tancred was his name 5 
Famous he was in many a bloody fight. 
But mofl in courtly arts was his delight : 
Thofe fofter combats, and more pleafing wars» 
Which broke no bones, nor feam'd the face with (dgru 
Ne'er did our Knight of any She complain. 
That much he lov'd, and was not lov*d again. 
Envy'd by all, and happy was the dame, 
Who was the obje^ of brave Tancrcd's flame : 
VersM in the arts of Love, full well he knew 
When to retire, and when again purfue. 
Thus Ikiird the tender moment to improve, 
Succefs ftill waited on his roving Love. 

Long had our Warrior thus viftorious reign'd j 
A nymph, by him befieg'd, was furcly gain'd. 
But in Milan there grew not palms enow 5 
With other garlands he would deck his brow; 
Be Lord of all, and own'd without difpute, 
Through all the realms of Cupid abfolute. 
Thus Philip's fon, of Perfia's crown pofTeft, 
And with the fpoils of conquer*d nations bleft. 
No limits in his wild ambition knew ; 
And wanted worlds to make his triumphs new. 

Let other Poets, in a lofty drain, 
Defcribe their Hero on the dufty plain ; 
Make Mars his helmet bear, his fauchion wield. 
And paint Minerva on his ample ihield ; 
Shew him impatient, fmic with glory's charms. 
Courteous in peace, invincible in arms 1 

In 
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In thickeft dangers all fereoe and calniy 

And bring down Vi6tory to wreath his brows with palm. 

But naked Loye the fword of Mars defies; 

Venus has keener weapons in her eyes. 

Unarmed our Knight, nor arms were his intent. 

His amorous courfe to Pavia's ^ity bent| 

Pavia> the place which Venus honours mod, 

Next her own Paphos and the Cyprian coaft. 

There live the Graces, thither flock die Fair i 

Her chariot, doves, and all her train, were tliere. 

The Legend fays, the Knight witli conftant care. 

Ne'er fail'd to fay each morn a magic prayer i 

And then he ne*er had caufe of juft complaint. 

By Julian. kept, his tutelary Saint : 

Lefs powerful charms, the {lory goes, than thefc. 

Could alter Nature in her fixt decrees. 

With fuch of old were midnight Witches known 

Down from her fphcre to draw the labouring Mooft* 

'Twas (aid, its virtues too prevailed in Love ; 

But that mean art did Tancred never prove : 

Much more avails in Love a youthful grace, 

And the foft magic of a charmixig face ; 

The Knight. relied on tliis, the prayer once faid, 

He ne'er fliouKl wane a fupper, nor a l)ed. 

Bright Phoshus now his meafur'd courfe had run ; . 
The day was ended, and the night begun : 
Clofe by the road an ancient foreft flood, 
Fenc'd from the light, and thick o'erfpicad with wood.. 
By noon-day robbers a retreat 'twas made. 
And fafe they-lujrk'd beneath the gloomy ihade^. 

II 4 Tiiought- 
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Thoughtlcfs of. danger, Tancred urg'd his way; 
Out rufh the gang, and feize the deftin'd prey. 
Horfc, money, deaths, and all, the villains take. 
Regain the foreft, and the Knight forfake. 
Kaked, diftrefs'd, dcfpairing, and alone. 
On the cold earth he hopeltfs laid him down. 

Pavia was diftant far ; the lowering (ky 
And gufts of wind proclain^'d a tempcft nigh. 
No ftar appear'd, to guide the wandering Knight j 
In vain he look'd j no chearful beam of light 
Shot through the pitchy darknefs of the night. 
Amidft the wood an ancient tree arofe. 
Extending far its hofpitable boughs j 
Tancred that night his lodging there defign*d. 
As fome fmall flicker from the cutting wind 
But ftill from fate more torments he mufl prove. 
The whiftling winds ftill fliook the bending grovi 
And rain pour*d down, in ft reams, from angry 
At length by happy chance the Knight perceives 
A trembling beam dart through the waving leaves j 
With joy tranfported he purfues the light. 
While forward Hill the friendly rays invite. 

About half way 'tween Pavia and the wood. 
Among the fields an ancient villa ftood. 
Thence, from the light within, proceeds the ray. 
Which with an happy omen marks his way. 

Within the houfe a lady, once a wife, 
Liv'd at her eafe, and made the moft of life : 
Indulgent fate had broke the marriage noofe, 
Untied the knot; and fct die fair-one loofe. 

Long 
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Long did ihe weep her poor departed dear, 
Paid him a hu(band*s tribute — to a tear. 
But, when ilie widow's cloudy days blew o'er. 
She wip'd her radiant eyes ; would crv no more f 
Grew chearfuU airy ; and tlicn thouijhr, at laft. 
How beft Ihe mfght repay her forrows paft : 
Propos*d again that Hymen's known dcligiits 
Should make amends for all her lonely rjigUis. 
But to be tied for better and for worfe ; 
She lik'd the blefling, but (he fcar'd the curio s 
Far then (he'd be from matrimonial care. 
Be miftrcfs of licrfelf, and free as air. 
At laft, in (hort, a Love- intrigue prelcnts j 
And that, (he thought, might anfwer all intents J 
Detcrmin'd thus, (he ventures on the game,. 
And ercry night the lufty Lover came. 

It happcn'd that fame night, as Tancred lay- 
Wringing Ids cloaths, and longing for the day j 
Tlic loving nymph within expe6ting fate. 
And wondered why her Lover (laid fo late. 
Nought there, but he, was wanting : for the Fair 
Had order'd all things with a Lover's care. 
There Ceres, Bacclius, and the Graces came,. 
The gay attendants on the Cyprian dame. 
Ragouts and jellies overfpread the board,. 
And all the wines which Autumn could afford : 
Th' expedling Nymph, with fighs and heaving breaft. 
Female impatience, female love expreft. 
At length a trufty page brings word, that night 
Her Lover was (though lotli^ debarr'd her (i^hc ; . 

Somo 
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Some urgent bufinefs^ what he did not fay, 
Forc'd him, againft his wtH, to keep away. 

Be this the Lover's lofs, 'twas Tancred's gaim 
A maid within, who heard the Knight complain, 
Mov'd with his weakly voice and Cbuddering tone. 
Looks out, and afks what creature made that moan. 
Tancred could hardly fee the taper's light. 
So much the beating rain had dimm'd his fight : 
Fierc'd through with cold, and ^ozen are his limbs,. 
Tet even thus he charms, and lovely feems. 
He tells his quality, and begs relief; 
His graceful carriage g«ns a quick belief. 
She tells her miftreis all the heard, and more. 
And fhows her Tancred ihivering at the door. 
The Fair had often heard of Tancred's name ; 
Rude muft they be, who knew not Tancred's fanse. 
The fight her yielding heart to pity mov'd ; 
She brought him in, and knew not that (he lov'd. 
Frefh cloaths were fetch *d ; the flranger, warm and dref^. 
In courtly phrafe his gratitude exprefl. 

They (it, they chat ; the nymph was not rcferv'd |. 
The wine is brought, and the rich banquet fcrv'd*. 
Tancred was keen j the labours of the niglit 
Had thinn'd his blood, and whet his appetite. 
Hunger th* attentive widow could not move ; 
She long'd for Tancred, and (he fed on Love. 
Penfive (he fat, and on the comely Knight, 
Unmov'd with other Qbje£^s, iix'd her fight.. 
X«ove, unattended with its anxious pains. 
Plays round her heart,, and dances in her. veinsi 

The 
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The fupper ended, and the fervants gone. 
And the kind longing couple left alone ; 
A parly foon began. Brave Tancred's heart 
Was ftnick quite through with Cupid's golden dart. 
Love chofe the (haft, and look'd his quiver o'er 
To find a match for that had (buck the Nymph before* 
Lovers imagine what mod hidden lies. 
Sec with their fancy what 's denied their eyes. 
Nothing could Tancred's eager fight cfcapc. 
Her winning carriage, and her eafy fhape j 
The foot, the well-tum'd leg, the taper thigh. 
Were foon examined by his knowing eye ; 
Her hand, her arm, her neck, he ran all o'er, 
Befides a thoufand namelefs graces more. 
Namelcfs be they — ^nor will the Mufes name 
What kindles in their cheeks a guilty flame. 
Thus much fuffice, nor more ihall be expreft, 
I kave the baihful maid to guefs the reft. 
In decent garb ihe fat, and plain attire. 
The Loves flew all around, and kindled foft defiri. 
With native charms and carelefs art array'd, 
Ten thoufand Graces in her beauties play'd t 
Could I her look, and negligence of drefs. 
In living verfe with fbidied art exprefs. 
The Loves would think their Mother I had feen. 
And for the Nymph defcrib'd th* Idalian Q^ecn. 

But, if the Knight Was wounded by her eyes,. 
She faw brave Tancred with no lefs furprize. 
His mien, his comely port, and manly grace. 
And youthful bloom, whidi fluih'd the Lorei^s face. 

She 
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She l.'-ng ridiiiiiing fat, with down-cafl look y 

At Icngui tiic man helov'd (lie thus befpoke: 

•* How happily, alas, do you renew 

The thou ;; "at of oic fo much rcfcmblcd you ? 

Through all his features not one plcafing line. 

But does in yours with equal beauty fliinc. 

Such graces had propitious Venus ihed 

Around the deareft partner of my bed. 

In you his every a£lion I can trace, 

And when I look on you, I fee his face !" 

Tell me, ye learn'd, and fay, ye mighty wifcv 
What (loick apathy, what Cato, could de'pifc 
A fairronc's praifes ? whom could Love difi'tlcafe. 
When urg'd by iuch endearing charms as tliefe ! 

Fir'd wiih the praife, his cheeks with blufhes glow'd. 
Then anfwtr'd thus ; and as he fpoke, he bow'd : 
** Such mighty glory is not Tancred's ducj 
But, faircft creature, what rcfembles you ? 
The l\in, when Ihining with meridian hght. 
Shews not one objeft fo divinely bright.*' 

The Nymph here flopt him, and with dextrous art 
Seem'd to diflikc what pleas'd her to the hcait. 
Fiom beaut) \ favourite title Ihe 'd recede, 
That for her bcvuty he might firongcr plead : 
Aifcrted mofl,.what mofi ihe W have dcny'd. 
And by humility Ihe gratified her pride. 

So when fair Iris, in the clouds of night. 
Avoids th' cmbrac«.s of the God of Light ; 
With lioubied rays he daits upon the fkies. 
Seeks ouc the Nyu)ph, and paints her && ihe flics. 

Tancrcd 
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Tancred continues, praifes o'er again 
All that he has, and all he has not feen ; 
But which full willingly the Squire would fee, 
Were but the fair-one half fo bold as he, 

" To praife, faid he, your beauty as I ought. 
Exceeds the power of language, and of thought. 
To fpeak an obje6l fo dinnely briglit, 
Would aik an age, and I have but a night ; 
Which, with your leave, might better 1)C employ M :" 
The fair-one fmil'd ; and Tancred, overjoy'd. 
Left compliment ; provoking is delay 
In a kind couple, vrhen alone, as they. 
He managed Love as Generals do War, 
Took each advantage, and with hafty care 
Virg'd-on the tender moment with the Fair. 
Artful refiftance, juft enough, was made, 
Till pleafure to its crifis was delayed. 
The Lady fcem*d obfcquious to the call. 
And anfwer'd nothing — that was faying all! 
Yielding, but coy, as feemingly (he ftrove 
To give Compulfion what Ihe gave to Love. 

Young and unikiH'd, O that I could proceed 
To tell of all the amorous Taticrcd's deed : 
Him through Love's groves and labyrinths purfue, 
And keep the ardent Lover flill in view I 

Round Tancrecfs neck her fnowy arms (he caft. 
And paid with kiffes all his labours pad ; 
This for the thieves, and forty for the fright. 
And this, and this, repay the ftormy night. 
Happieft of happy Lovers ! O that I 
Such precious favours from mv Fair could buy ! 

The 
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The grcatcft dangers I fliould ne'er regard. 
Nor fufFerings feel, which Ihe would fb reward, 

'Twas late ; the whole creation lilent lay. 
And (lumbers drown'd the labours of the day : 
Ko noife was heard, all nature feem'd to nod. 
And own the enapire of the Sleepy God. 
£v*n Envy (lumber'd, and old Morpheus fhed 
His drowfy poppies full on Tancred's head. 
The Fair departed to her bed of down; 
And by the legend it is plainly ihown. 
That happy Tancred did not lie alone. 
How much delight they took, how little reft. 
How the fond Lover^ all their fire expceft, 
I pafs— Nymphsy confcious of a Lovei's flame, 
•Will in their minds the foft idea frame. 
And (hould I vainly now proceed to tell 
The plenty of their Loves j I might as well 
Count all the rofes which the Zephyrs bring. 
Or number up the lilies of the Spring. 
But now Aurora, harbinger of day, 
Rofe from the bed where aged Tithon lay ; 
Unbarr'd the doors of Heaven, and overfprcad 
The path of Phoebus with a bluihing red. 
Up rofe the Lovers ; and th' obliging Fair 
Continued ftill to Tancred all her care : 
Him all her treafures and her gold ihe (howM, 
And many prefents on the Knight beftow*d : 
Fleas d wiih the fweet remembrance of the night. 
She thus repaid him for the dear delight : 
Then the departing Knight with tears fhe kifs'd. 
And, with repeated rows of conftancy, difmifs*d. 
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ON A BEAUTIFUL LADY 

WITH CATARACTS IN ?OTH EYES, 

BY A GENTLEMAN WHO HAS AN IMPEDIMBNT 

IN HIS SPEECH. 
ANONYMOUS; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

Wr HAT mean thefc wonders ? Can ftich beams 

^^ of light 

Break from the folid darknefs of the night ? 
Diamonds, I now believe, their charms difplay 
Brighter in gloom, and duller in the day. 
Flavia, too well I know your harih decree, \ 
You ne'er can pity whom you ne'er can fee. 
Yet to my paflaon lend a liftening ear. 
You need no foft deluding accents fear* 
Never on artlefs lips perfuafion hung, 
There trills no raufic from this faultering toogue. 
Ev'n Flavians name I oft attempt in vain, 
Long flrugglii>g (land, unable to explain, 
At laft, cry, " Flavia, plcafure gives me pain !*' 
Nor do I mourn my voice its aid denies. 
For Love's dumb language is beA fpoke by eyes* 
But eyes unknowing wound, my fate is fuch. 
That yours too little fee, and mine too much. 
So quick they lighten, yet fo chafte they roll. 
The nice Platonick there might kifs the fouL 
Love's Deities the Poets ill deiin'di 
The charming Mother, not the Boy, is blind. 
Still can you grieve your fenfe of fight is gone ? 
The reft are doubled by that lofs of one* 

I fee 
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I fee my Flavia varioufly excel, 

And think, but know not how thofe thougius to tell. 

You br^hc iJeas eafily <lifplay, 

But fain would view the world in cloudlefs day. 

Since then, not I can ^peak, nor you can fee, 

Some other fenfe is left, where borh agree. 

« O N G. ANONYMOUS; 

FROM, STEE LE'S C O L L E C T I O X. 

T TOW long will Cvnthia own no flame, 
•*• "*• And my warm fuit difprovc ? 
Our ages mutually pioclaiia, 
*Tis now the time to love. 

Ah I think how fwift each minute flics. 

How years will form confumc : 
No Lover, when you wither, dies j 

Wc fickeh when you bloom. 

Minerva, rough, and bred in war. 

The nuptial joys declined : 
But had (he been, like Venus, fair. 

She *d been, like Venus, kind. 

In vain you force fevere replies. 

And willing Nature wrong : 
While Cupids languiih in your eyes, 

Who can believe your tongue? 

Half to forbid, and half comply. 

Nor damps nor blows defire : 
In looks, as well as words, deny. 

Or put out fire with fire I 

TO 
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TO A JEALOUS MISTRESS. 

LNONYMOUS; FROM STEELE'S COL];jBCTIOK. 

"]^r O more, fevcrcly kind, afFe6t 
•*• ^ To put that lovely anger on f 
Sweet Tyrant ! if thou canft fufpeft 
Thy Lover's eyes, yet truft thy own. 

Aw*d by ftern Honour's watchful fpics, 
Dull fa>rmal rules I 'm forcM t' obey ; 

Like dungcon-flaves, my hafty eyes 
Juft fnatch a glimpfe of chearful day. 

Abfcnt, the defart walks I view ; 

Here went Eliza, tiiere (he came : 
With tears my lonely couch bedew, 

And, dreaming, figh Eliza's name. 

« Where is his foul, the women xry. 
The ftupid lump ! the lifclefs earth !*• 

** Where, fay the men, his brilk reply. 
His crimfon glafs, and noify mirth !" 

Haft thou not mark*d ray burning kifs. 
My lawlefs pulfc, my hounding heart ? 

How oft when, wild for further blifs, 
All trembling from thy arms I ftart } 

Ah, fpotlefs Fair ! too well I find 
My pailions ftrong, my reafon frail : 

Ah ! can I ftain that angel mind. 
And, Virtue loft, lee Love prevail } 
Vol. IV. I No 4 
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No ! down in (hades below we *11 rove, 

A glorious miferahle pa^r ; ■ ' 

-Gaz'd-at through all the myitle grove. 

For burning love, and chaflc defpair. 
Say, if thou lov*ft,,did.evt;r youth, ^ 

That vviUi'd like me, like me endure ? 
Doft thou, not blame thib fwainifli truth. 

And wi(h my ilame were not fo pure ? 
In pity hate me, tempting Fair ; 

An happy exile let me fly. 
What'fcverifh wretch his third can bear. 

That fees the cooling llream fo nigh ! 

Oh ! I fhall all my vows unfay, 

If once I gaze — my blood will glow; 

This virtuous froft will melt awav, 
And Love's wild torrent over- flow. 

IN AMOREM TAMI ET ISIDIS* 
■^T YMPH A Ifis liquidos.agros dum laeta pcrcrrac, 
•^ ^ Incaluit madidae Tamus amore Deae. 
Serpit amans tacitus, linucpfaque brachia circum 

Fundit, & acterno foedtre jungit aquas. 
Nunc torrcns-idem, & limes datur unus utrique. 

Nee doluere vices ille, vel lUa fuas. 
Tamus amat quicquid fua dulcis amaverat Ifis ; 

Et quod Tamus amat, Tamus & llis amant. 
Jam nuliam agnofcas Tami, nullum Ifidis undam^ 

Commune imperium Tamilis unus habct. 

* This and the imitation arc by an anonymoas wsltcr m 
Sieele's Colledtion. See Dr. King's " Thanae and Ifis," 
Eaglifli Poeis, vo!, XX, p. 426. N. 

THAMES 
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THAMES AND ISIS. 

IN IMITATION; ©F THE PRECBDING POEM. ITOS. 

TXT HILE through the flowery meads glad Ids (Iray'd, 

^ ^ Eiramour'd Tame purfu'd the lovely maid i 
With filent hafte to her embraces flies, 
And on her bofom fmks in endlefs blifs. 
Kovv both fo one, one friiitfulbed ftill bears. 
Alike the happy change is his and hers. 
Tarae, what his charming Ifis loves, enjoys ; 
What's Tamc's dc.Ught, alike is hers and his. 
So one, fo happy in their union grown ! 
Like Britain's felf, in Thames they *re now but one. 

MARTIAL, L I B. X. E P. XLVII. 
IMITATED, BY THE SAME WRITER. 
'T^ O enjoy your life in happincfs, 
-*• My friend, the ways and means are thcfc i 
Defcended wealth, a fruitful farm. 
An houfe by fcite and ftrAifture warm : 
Still void of fl:rife. Your drefs ftill plain ; 
But •unaffc6Ud, neat arul clean. 
Alike at peace in head and heart. 
And vigorous health in every parr. 
Truth without ciafc ;• a friend, or two, . 
Juft fuch, and only fuch, as you. 
A ^able with cheap plenty fprcad ; 
Where health, and no difeafe, is fed, 
Sxill fober nights, yet free from cares, 
A bed, that lull nor forrow fliarcs ; 

I a Where 
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Where pleafing daily labours give 
Unbroken deeps from ten to five. 
From ftirther views entirely free ; 
But, as you are, Content to be. 
And tlius while all your hours are paft } 
Kor feirs, nor wifhes, for your laft. 

SONG. BY THE SAME WRITER. 

"P H Y L L I S the young, the fair, the gay ! 
•*■ The youth, that fain would fpoil ye, 
Gives you at once the bloom of May, 
And rijier blufh of July. 

Whilft thus the Toothing rogue prepares 

His Phyllis for his pleafures ; 
Learn, Fair-one, hence t* efcape his fnares, 

And fave your firireft treafures. 

<• The bloflbms by too hot a taint 

** Soon droop, and fall neglected ; 
** And fruit that has a maggot in 't, 

<* However fair,'s rejefted." 

TO AN OLD BED-MAKER. 

WHO HAD SCANDALIZED ME. 

IMITATKD FROM BUCUANAN« 

TN vain, old Dipfas, you 'd afpcrfe my fame, 
-*- In vain v^'i;h praifes I 'd adorn your name j 
Your Satire 's vain, my Panegyrick too. 
For no one credits cither me of you. 

4. JH Y M N 
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HYMN TO VENUS, 

FROM THE GRBBK OP 8AFFU0. 
ANONYMOUS ; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTJON, 

TMmortal Venus, to ^whoie name 
-*' Milliotift of altars daily flame ; 
Daughter of Jove, whofe flacteriog art 
Knows well to wound a wretch's heart} 
Sappho to you uLrefts her. prayers : 
AfHicV not thus my foul with cares { 
But, ah ! expel this ragiag pain, 
Nor let my .wiOies prove in vain. 

If mifcrics your pity move, 
If Sappho has defcrv'd your love, 
Hear me, and eafe a tortur'd mind, 
And dill, a*, you were once, be kind ; 
Whertpicy fv/ay'd your gentle hr<aft. 
And mc above my hopes you bled. 

Hither from Heaven you took your way, 
(Vor ever facrcd be that day !) 
Your wanton l>irds the cluriot drew. 
Like lightning through the clouds they flcw> 
With opening wings they cut the air, 
And left on earth their heavenly care ; 
Then fwiftly back your fparrows fly. 
And waft the chariot to the iky. 

A pleafmg fmile your face adom'd ; 
You aik'd the caufe for which I mourned $ 

I 3 'Twas 
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*Twas then thefe joyful words you faid, 
" Why does my Sappho feek my aid ? 
If Love diftrefs*d has caus'd your paiaj • 
You fhall not fue to me in vain. 
The youth whofe graces you admire 
Shall burn again with equal fire ; 
Doom'd, though he now your paffion flies^>, 
A certain vi£tim to your eyes." 

O Venus ! with propitious care, 
Indu'ge my (lame, receive my prayer ; 
The torments of uncertain love 
From my foft bleieding heart remove ! 
Ah ! vi^ith your own refiftlefs fire, 
Your dying votary infpire j 
Do thou, bright Goddefs ! grant fucccfs j 
My numbers ihall thy power confels. 

TO MR. AMBROSE PHILIPS, 

ON HIS DISTREST MOTHER. 
ANONYMOUS; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

T O N G have the writers of this warlike age 
■*-^ With human facrifices drench'd the ftage ; 
That fcarcc one Hero dares demand applauie, 
Till, weltering in his blood, the ground he gnaws i 
As if, like fwans, they only couid delight 
With dying ftrains, and, while they pleafe, afPright, 

Our Philips, though 'twere to oblige the fair, 
Dares not deflroy, where Horace bidb him fpare : 

His 



TO MR.' a: philips. nf 

His decent fccne like that of Greece appears ; 
No deaths our eves oiFc:ndf no fights our cars. 
Wliile he from nature copies every part, 
He forme th« judgment, and affefls the heart. 

Oft* as Andromache renews her woe, 
The mothers fadden, and their eyes o'erflow. 
Hermione, with love and rage poireft. 
Now fooths, now animates , each maiden hreaft. 
Pyrrhus, trramphant o'er the Trojan walls, 
Is greatly perjur'd,' and as greatly falls. 
Love, and Defpair, and Furies arc combined' 
In poor Oreftes, to dirtra6^ his mind. 
From-hrft to laft, alternate pailions rcfgn;. 
And we refiil the Poet's will in vain. 
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EPISTLE TO D * 

T Know your pafTion, friend, and well approve 

The chafte endearments of a mutual love j 
Yet fmile to fee the arry youth confin'd,' 
His boalted freedom^ all to one rcfign'd, 
Who widely rang'd and courted woman-kind. 
But only you, thrice happy you, can tell 
How far thcfe chains fuch liberties excell ; 
Her chafte embrace, one foft tranfporting kifs, 
Surpaflcs all your fcenes of guilty blifs. 

Let modeft D laugh, and F jell:, 

At facred plcafures, they want thought to tafle ; 
They'd change their mind if blcfs'd with Mira*s charms^ 
And own the fvvcet conviftion in her arms. 

But thofe are paths untrod, referv'd for you^ 
Whilft I a wretched beaten track purfuej 

I 4 A 
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A widow is my lot, impcs'd by fate 

To pay-ofF debts, and marry an eAate : 

!No charms but thofe of money join our hands* 

And nature flirinks at what the prieft commahdi-f 

But golden chains muft fix me to the oar, 

I ftill mufl: drudge, and (he *Il ftill heave for mor«^ 

See ! where merhinks th' infatiate creature Mcs^ 

Whilrt I.ftand deflin'd for the facrifice. 

What can I do ? will he£lic warmth aiTuage 

The tenfold fury of her wanton rage? 

But parents, friends, and fhatterM fortunes, claim 

Her rich alliance, to fupport our name. 

So when the Earth her opening breaft laid wids,. 
And all the Forum yawn'd from fide to fide. 
The Roman youth appeased her angry womb, 
L»;ap'd in, and made the mighty deep his tomb. 

SOLOMON'S SONG*. C H A P. IV. 

'ANONYMOUS J FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

SOLOMON. 

Aughters of Salem, and ye Virgin throng. 
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TL.it tread Judsea's plains, regard my Song. 
Let kindly thoughts your fofter pafllons raife. 
And on my Fair-one with complacence gaze. 

Her dove-like eyes ten thoufand charms difpcnfei 
Breathing at once both Love and Innocence : 
Behold, adown hei neck the wavy locks 
Bound like exulting kids o'er Gilead*s rocks : 

* This beautiful poem is infertcd by Mr. Croxall, in " The 
" Fail Circaffian." He was probably the writer ©fit. N. 

Hcf 
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«-0:LO'MON*S SONG. »»» 

Her ivory teeth in beauteous ofder ftaod, 
Whiter than new-(horn flieep on Jordan's Arandi 
When dropping from the flood with fleecy fkins* 
Bach with her lambs appears, and each with twins s 
Her lips like threads of fcarlet brightly glow i 
In comely fpeech her moving accents flow : 
Her cheeks amidft foft circling treiles ihlnc. 
As when the tender ringlets of the -vine 
Around the blufiiing fruit their greener curlsentwine., 
Her marble nec4c the fparkling gems.adorny 
As radiant Phofphor paints the -ihiaing m<Nrn $ 
Stately, like David's tower in Sion's 6eljdsy 
Emblazon'd all around with warrior ihields. 
Her even breafts, where youthful Graces dwell. 
Pregnant with bloom, and ripening beauties fwell ; 
Like young twin rocs that graze the flowery meads 
With buds juft fprouting from their velvet heads. 

Hence to the hills of myrrh I '11 hafte away. 
Where fpicy breezes round my head fliall play ;. 
In gentle dreams I *11 fpend tlie gloomy night. 
Till morning fun reftores his golden light. 

Return from Lebanon, my Spoufe, my Love,. 
To Hermon's dewy hill and Shenir's grove : 
See, from Am ana's green and fhady brow. 
The diftant profpeft of the vales ])eIow ; 
Securely hence the fpottcd leopard view. 
Nor fear the grizly lion's yellow hue. 

O Spoufe divinely fair ! whofe every part. 
With ftreams of lightning, melts my ravilh'd heart f 
Full of thy Love, I fcorn Baalhamon's wine, 
Nor for tlic vineyard's purple juice repine ; 

Sucll 
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Such fweet perfames attend rhee rrery where, . 
That Saba's fpices flow when thou art here. 
A balmy milk does from thy tonpue diflil^ 
And all thy lips with liquid honey fill : 
With fmells of Lebanon thy veftnre crown'd; 
Scatters refrelhing odours all around : 
The various fweets whkh feed the thymy bee,. 
My Spoufe, my lovely Sifter, are in Thee. 

So when the fun, with orieor beams replete, . 
On fome fair garden iheds his genial heat, 
Each vernal flower uprears its pain ted head, 
While opening buds their folded leaves dif-fpread j ■ 
With trembling ftream the limpid fountains play,. 
And from their gilded waves reflefl theday^ 
Ripe thural fruits their frankincenfe exhak. 
Spikenard and cinnamon, that loves the vale, . 
Saffron and fpikenard, precious pleafant oil. 
That fprings from rich Arabia's happy foil : 
Their fpicy rind, with gummy fap diftent, 
Breathes through the air a foft balfamicfcent :; 
I9o61:urnal dews in humkl vapour rife, 
And fragrant clouds perfume the azure fkies. 

THE SPOUSE. 
Awake, O ' North ! or thou kind Southern breeze,. 
In foftly murmurs whifpcr through the trees : 
With foothing breath upon my gaiilen blow, 
That grateful fmclls from every part may flow. 
Let my Beloved, in the cooly ihade. 
Upon fome lily bank repofc his head ; 
Or with delicious fruitage pleafe his tafte. 
Be fill'd with joy, and blcfs the kind repaft. 

WRITTEN 



WRITT?,N IN A LADY'S PRAYER-BOOK. 
ANONYMOUS ; FROM* STEELE^S COLLECTION. 

OO fair a form, with -fuch devotion join'd ! 

*^ A virgin body, and a fpotlefs naind ! 

Pleased with her prayers, while Heaven propitious feci 

The lovely Vot'refs on her bended knees. 

Sure it muft tliiiik fome Angel loft its way, . 

And happening on our wretched earth to ftray ; 

Tir'd with our follies, fkin would take its flight, 

And begs to be reftof'd to -chofe blefl realim of light* < 

TO MR; TiDDISON, ON HIS CATO/- 

FROM THE SAME COLLECTiaN. 

T S Britain refcued from th* Italian chain^s 
"*■ And the dear fong neglefVed for thy ftrain ? 
Are ev'n the Fair.reclaim'd ? and dare they fit- 
Intent on Virtue, and be pleas'd with Wit? 
What Mufe, but thine, could thus jrcdeem our taftc. 
With Ihow deluded, and with found debas'd? 
Hard was the talk, and worthy of your rage. 
You feem the great Alcides of the age : 
How glorioufly you rife in our defence ! 
Your caufe is Liberty } your armour, Senfe ; 
The brood of tuneful mongers you control, 
Which fink the genius, and degrade the foul : 
Thofe foes to verfe you chace with manly ans. 
And kindle Roman fires in Britilh hearts. 
Oh ! fix, as well as raife, that noble flame : 
Confirm your glory, and prevent our fhame. 



114 MISCELrLANY POEMa* 

The routed Opera may return again, 
Seduce our hearts, and o*cr our fpirits reign : 
£v'n Cato is a doubtful match for all. 
And Right, opprefl with odds, again may fall | 
Let our juft fears your fecond aid implore, 
Repeat the (Iroke, this Hydra fpring^ no more. 

ON SOME SNOW 

THAT MELTED ON A LADY'S BKEAST. 

ANONYMOUS; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

np HOSE envious flakes came down in haftp, • 
-^ To prove her bread lefs fair : 
Grieving to find themfelves furpafs'd, 
Diflblv'd into a tear. 

ON THE HAPPY DISAPPOINTMENT OF T»t 

FRENCH INVASION, IN FAVOUR OF THB 

PRETENDED PRINCE OF WALES, 1707. 

FROM THE SAME COLLECTION. 

/^ Sacred Bards ! O all ye tuneful throng ! 
^-^ Raife Anna's name in an immortal fong. 
Let every brealT: the tuneful God infpire, 
Kintlle poetic fidmes, a true celcftial fire. 
Let fofter Ovid now neglefled lie, 
And fear on Maro's »pinions to the fky. 
Let Cam*s fam*d fons in lofty numbers fing. 
And Ifis' fwans tlieir rival mufic bri^g. 
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FRENCH INVASION DISAPPOINTED. 1*5 

Lee Garth renew his pleating ftrainsy and dnvr 
Fam'd Anna's form as bright as great Nafiau ; 
Her let the virgins in their fpngs proclaim. 
And fmiling babes lifp out the darling name ; 
(jet every voice her lailing praife refound. 
And palling winds convey the chorus round. 

No bafe impoftor can difturb thy reign ) T 

His vain attempts thou mockeft with di£dain» f 

Thou Emprefs of the Land, thou Goddefs of the Main 1 ^ 
So I have feen a meteor blaze on high^ 
Dance through the fpaces of the liquid fky^ 
Then c^ickly fade, and in a moment die« 
G09 purple- Cheat ! Let St. Germain contain 
Thy narrow empire* and thy baffled train ; 
There rule thy- fill, and fancy*d fceptres wicld^ 
And kingdoms in Utopian regions build. 
In (late and port with Lati^n C»£ars vie, 
A€t the mock prince, and mimic majedy ; 
Let crowds of ilsvec arounci thy table wait, 
' Attend thy nod, and truckle to thy flate* 
Such vilioBcry realnr^ does Lewis give. 
And fuch the crowns his faithful friends receive. 

BxitanBia*9 generous fons behold with fcom 
A Popifh pageant by contrivance bom : 
Holdy puny wretch j the Briton is too brave. 
Sooner he '11 free-born die than live a flavc. ' 
Let the bafe Turk and Gauls, ignoble fwaini| 
Their fetters hug, and glory in their chains ; 
But, all ye Heavenly Powers, permit that wo 
May live like men, and breathe in Liberty j 
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As towering Spain did to Eliza yield, 
And own'd her Sovereign of the watery field. 
When Drake and Rawleigli lading troplucs rear'd. 
And early in the book of fame appear**! : 
So Gallic fleets viftorious Anna'sfly ; 
Trufling to «canvafs wings, they dare not try 
The Briti(h force, nor caft the fatal dye. 
Now r.eake and Bing, with noble Durfley, gain 
Eternal honours on the briny main ; 
Whilft crowds of heroes undiftinguiA'd ihine 
JVbovc the wing of fuch a Mufe as mine, 
Whofe gallant breads have future wars in view, 
Dcflin'd to<(ave old worlds, or conquer new. 

Then whither, poor Pretender, wilt thou fly? 
Thy patron fees, too late, thy ruin nigh. 
'In feme dark convent hide thee from the day. 
Shave thy thin ikull, and to St. Lewis pray : 
Let Pater-nofters be thy conftant theme ; 
-But never more of promised Empires dream. 



ON A TOBACCO-BOX. 

ANONYMOUS; FROM STEELE'S COLLECTION. 

*TT7* Hocver in a mean abode prefumes 

To lodge that lacred herb, whofc curling fuTnes 
(More grateful than Saba^an odours far) 
Play rounci the nofc, and wanton in the air j 
Mav -^ifculapius let him always want 
The virtuts.of the health-reftoring plant ; 
Or let ih' unworthy finncr be confin'd 
to abjctl weeds of fome plebeian kind ! 

fiacchitf 
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Bacchus his. herb fhoulcl have for its abode 
The workmanfiiip cjf the iEtnean God, 
W'ell-poHfli'd fteul, that, Hke the mimic glalfs, 
.Reflects the image of the Smoaker's face, 
And lets him fee how well a taper pipe. 
Of mold refin'd, becomes his humid lip* 
Such, fuch a feat is worthy to receive 
The mylHc, Dlonyfian, fhort-cut leaf. 
Pandora's box, that angry Jove did fend, 
A fatal troop of maladies contain'd ; 
This better gift as many cures does hold 
.As were difcafas-in that lx)X of old. 
Here, were I BOtconfinM to narrow fpace, 
The virtues of the wondrous herb I M trace ; 
How OS green beauties ilouri(h,.inwhat ground. 
And by that happy chance it was by Liber found-j 
How the def«i£t of talk it can fupply, 
If we this other way our breath employ; 
How it.colle£J:s tlie thoughts, and fcrvesinllead 
Of biting nails, or harrowing.-up the head. 
But this great taik I leave to future rhymes. 
And' abler Poets born in better times. 

S O.N G. ANONYMOUS; 
FROM STEELE'S CO LLECTION. 

TX^H Y will Fiorella. while I gaze, 

~ My jravifh'd eyes reprove, 
And chide tli^m from the only face > 

Xhey can (xihold with Love ? 
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To fliun your fcom, and eafe my care, 
I ieek a Nymph more kind : ■ 
' And* while I range from Fair to Fair, 

Still gentle ufage find. 

But, oh ! how faint is every joy 

Where Nature has no part : 
New beauties may my eyes employ. 

But you engage my heart. 

So reftlefs cxiks, as they roam» 

Meet pity every where 5 
Yet languiih for their native home, 

Though death attends them tliere. 

VERSES BY MR. EUSDEN^, 

ON A LADY WHO IS THE MOST BEAUTIFUL 
AND WITTY WHEN SUE IS ANGRY. 

LONG had I known the foft enchanting wiles. 
Which Cupid praftis'd in Aurclia's fmiles. 
Till by degrees, like the fam'd Afian, taught, 
Safely I drank the fweet, though poifonous, draught. 
Love, vex'd to fee his favours vainly ihown. 
The pecviih urchin murdered with a frown. 

Whit 

* Lawrence Eufden, defcended from a good family ia 
Ireland, was educated at Trinity College in Cambridge; 
after which he went into holy orders ; and was for fome time 
chaplain to Richard Lord Willoughby de Broke. His firft 
patron was the eminent Lord Halifax, whoie poem « On 

•'the 
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What cautious youth would thence have fear'd furprize ? 

Can beauty from deformity arife ? 

In cloudlefs nights do lightnings harmlefs fly. 

And only blaft from a teropelluous iky ? 

Mild Venus haunts the ihades and peaceful groves. 

Her thoughts, her looks^ are tender as her doves. 

Smoothed were the waves, and every Triton fung, 

When from old Ocean firft the Goddefs fpruog, 

Aurelia fhuns the calm, and loves the florm. 

Ruffles her paflions to improve her form ; 

SI.C 

** the Battle of the Boyne,'* Mr. Eufden tranflated into 
Lratin. He was alfo eftecmed by the Duke of Ncwcaftle, on 
whofe marriage with the honourable lady Henrietta Go- 
dolphin he wrote an Epithalamium, for which, upon the 
death of Mr, Rowe, he was by his Grace (who was then 
lord chamberlain, and confidered the verfcs as an elegant 
compliment) preferred in 171 8 to the laureatfhip. He had 
fcvcral enemies ; and among others, Mr. Pope, who put him 
into his Duociad ; though we do not know what prorocation 
he gave to any of them, unlefs by being ralfed to the dignity 
of the laurel. Cooke, in his " Battle of the Foots,** fpeaks 
thus of him : 

'* Eufden, a laurel'd bard, by fortune rais'd, 
" By few been read, by fewer ft ill been prais'd,'* tec. 
And Oldmixon, in his " Art of Logic and Rhetoric,** p. 413, 
is not fparing of his redcxions on the poet and his patron. 
His cenfurcs, however, are plainly thofe of a difappointcd 
^wnpetitor. And perhaps great part of the ridicule, which 
has been thrown on Eufden, may arife from his fucceeding 
fo ingenious a jpoet as Mr. Rowe. That he was no inconfi- 
dermblc ¥erfificr,the fpecimens hereiele^ed will evince ; and. 
Vol, IV. K as 
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She, hj fonie art to th' artful fex unknown, 

Has all the graces, when the reft have none. 

Th* unfatcd vi6lor fceks new triunnphs ftill, 

And whom her eyes hut wound, her tongue muft kill. 

No hope of fafcty, if hiflam'd her bread ; 

At onccthe charmer looks and talks the beft. 

So Drydcn fwectcft fung, by envy fir'd ; 

Thirft of revenge, where Phoebus fail'd, infpir'd. 

His Anthony did Sedley's Mufe overtake, 

And Abfalom was writ for Zimri's fake. 

New injuries new laurels did prefage, 

And a Mac Flecno was the child of Rage. 

as his moral charadcr appears to have been refpeftable, kis 
Grace afted a generous pare in providing for a man who had 
x:onferred an obligation on him. The firft-rate poets were 
either of principles very different from the government, or 
thought themfelves too diftinguifhcd to undergo the drudgery 
of an annual Ode. Mr. Eufden, however, feems to have been 
but little known before his" preferment, if we judge by the 
manner in which he is mentioned in the Duke of Buck- 
ingham's ** Sefiion of the Poets :" 

" In rulhcd Eufden, and cried, who ihall have it, 
" But I the true laureat, to whom the King gave it ? 
** Apollo begg'd pardon, and granted his claim, 
" But vow'd that till then he ne'er heard of his name." 
He died at his reflory at Coninglby, Lincolnflbire, the 27th of 
September, 1730; and left behind him in MS. a tranflation 
of the Works of Talfo, with a Life of that Poet. His father. 
Dr. Eufden, was rcftor of Spotfworth in Yorkihire. N. 

In fome old book, which I cannot recoiled, I have feen it 
obferved, that Eufden fet out well in life, but afterwards 
turned out a drunkard, and befotted his faculties away. R. 

T O 
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TO CHARLES LORD HALIFAX. 

OCCASIONED BY TRANSLATING INTO LATIN 

TWO POEMS* BY HIS LORDSHIP 

AND MR. STEPNEY. 

BY MR. EUSDEN, 1709. 

MY LORD, 

T^ O you, when public grief f implor'd your aid, 
"*■ The firft faint produfts of my Mufc were paid: 
To you again in cannifters I bring 
Thcfe early gatherings of a fccond Spring. 
The Dobleft fruits, that ever bleft our ifle, 
See here tranfplanted to the Roman foil ; 
But fo tranfplanted, that coo fopn they ihow, 
They did not firft in Roman climates grow. 
Sure, rolling fpheres in other orbits run. 
And Italy has loft her warmer fun ; 
Or DOW the boafted majefty of Rome ; 
Is more than rival'd in the Britilh loom ; 
Or I forget my faults, and (houkl acaufe 
The raih endeavours of a feeble Mufe. 
Fool as (he was, to imitate, fo young, <% 

The lov*d, the prais'd, th* inimitable fong ; > 

And paint your glories in the Latian tongue. J 

• Lord Halifax's Epiftle to the Earl of Dorfet, on the 
Battle of The Boync (Englifh Poets, vol. XII. p. 229) ; and 
Mr. Stepney's Epiftlc on King William's Voyage to Holland, 
(ibid. p. 248). N. 

f The Prince's death. E.— This Poem I have never fccn. N. 
K z 1V^ 
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The callow eaglet wifely takes his reft 

Safo^n tlie covert of a^ downy neft 5 

Till, grown mature in ftrength, he dares to fly, •% 

Faces the glaring fun, and towers on high, > 

And bears the rattling thunder through the Iky. J 

As, in return to heaven for large fupplies. 
From the fame gifts we cull a facrifice 5 
So you receive a labour of your own, 
If, thus difguis'd, the wondrous piece be known ; 
If through this rough-drawn copy ftill you trace 
Some lively features of a beauteous face : 
But I beyond Promethean frauds afpirc, 
Not only ileal, but fmothcr heavenly fire. 
" Where arc the flights (true Critics may exclaim) 
The heat, tl»c force, and fancy, wing'd with fl^me ? 
Where is great William s- glorious image feen. 
Like Jove his grandeur, and like Mars his mien ? 
No Gods dcfcei din^ here adorn the fcene*.'* 
Such was the change when briglit Diana fl:ood 
Amidft her thoufand nymphs, befmear'd with nmd : ■ 
Alphaius, clofe puifuing, gaz*d unmov*d, 
Nor knew the Goddcfs he fo fiercely lov*d. 

Yet blame your Mufe, that gave too much delight; 
'Tis fatal to he eminently bright. 
You from Tranflations had efcap*d unharm'd, 
Were I lefs daring, or had you lefs charm'd. 
Poems I view'd around of every fizej 
33ut, Pirare-like, flcw to the richeft prize. 
So, flarting fudden from his dark abode, 
To chufc a confort, ruflid the Stygian God. 

* Lord Halifax's exprcflions are here well introduced. N. 

Scouring, 
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Scouring^ he drove his ftecds o'er Enna'is plains, 
Through crowds of fwooning nymphs and frighted 
On every fide his eager eyes he caft, [fwains : 

But Proferprne the reft in form furpaft. 
The raviflier no longer could forbear ; -v 

Furious on her he feiz'd, though many a Fair, > 

And all Sicilia's blooming pride, was there. J 

Some, by kind fates, to greatncfs force their wa}^, 
And without dawnings (hew a glorious day : 
Others, by fortune and induftrious ftrifc. 
Arrive at honours in the noon of life. 
Many by painful flow degrees afcend, 
And, anxious, till the verge of death, attend. 
Great Dryden did not early great appear. 
Faintly diftinguilhM in his thirtieth year t 
But Nature, when ihe would a Poet doom 
Xo ihew ripe wonders in his opening bloom, 
Lavifhly gives from all her choiccft mines. 
And the rich ore with nicer care rcSncs. 
Britannia grieves, fuch blefliny;s are but few, 
A Cowley, Congreve, and a Montague. 

Could you, my Lord, the trembling Mufe forgive. 
And bid the criminal, twice guilty, live j 
Yet how can flic thofc injuries dt-fend. 
Done to your dear, (alas !) departed * friend ? 
Stepney ! in foreign courts a favourite name. 
For ever facred to the voice of Fame ! 
Abroad, at home, his a£tior.s wonder mov'd ; -v 

Great was the glory to be thus approved, > 

But greater that, to be by you belov'd, J 

♦ Mr. Stepney died two years before thiswas written. W. 
K 3 0\ SN'iXC 
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O ! were the Graces, which adorn your mind^ 
Not to thcmfelvcs fo glorioufly unkind ! 
Could you, untroubled, your own praife receive^ 
Who praife to others are fo pleasM to give I 
Fir'd with the theme, I had not crept fo long 
In lowly number, and a rural fong. 
Ev'n now my voice I would attempt to raife, 
And to new wonders confecrate new lays ; 
Such as might footh the moft harmonious ear. 
Nor Garth, nor Addifon, (hould blufh to hear. 
But you already modeftly refufe. 
And check the fallies of th' ambitious Mufe. 
Yet though your glories arc with care conceal'd. 
Virtues, when covcr'd moft, are moft reveal*d. 
Wc view with pleafure every vulgar ftone. 
While richeft jewels are with caution fliown. 

WRITTEN BY MR. EUSDEN, 

AND SPOKEN AT 

A CAMBRIDGE COMMENCEMENT*. 

" Non ego tnendaci diflinxi carmine quenquam, 

" Nulla vencnato litera mifla joco eft." . Ovil>. 

TT A I L, Britifh fair-ones, who in filence fit, 
^•*' And fancy, all you know not, mud be wit. 
Who own your ignorance in Roman books, 
Yet judge of Roman eloquence by looks ; 
Unknown, in Latin, we your fame might wrone. 
But who dares taint you in your native tongue ? 

* I know not in what year. They were printed for the ft" 
totid time m 17 14, folio. N. 

A fecrct 
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A fecret truth at firft muft be confeft ; * 

We Students are too grave or dull to jeft. , 
An Engliih jefl: fuch jealoufies can raife, 
Wc Puppet-fliows receive, and banifli Plays. 
Here, ev'n the Tragic Mufe is thought unchaAe : 
Well may learned Qxford boaft a happier taflc ! 
Andromache there iheds a guiltleis tear. 
And Mourning Brides without a blufh appear ; 
Brave Anthony may own Love's power divine. 
Indulge his paflion, and the globe rcfign : 
Great Caefar there has fall 'n with decent pride. 
And greater Cato more tlian once has died. 

But here the fcene is changed to trifling fhows, 
A German juggles tricks, and flits his nofe. 

No more the Salamander's coldnefs name ; 

That only lives in, but this breathes out, flame. 

Another glorious fight, a fecond call; 

A man too little, or a man too call. 

Obferve what crowds the hideous artift draws, 

Who pofl:ures Ikrcws, that ftart from Nature's lawsj 

The lovely image Heaven had ftamp'd is fled. 

And fair Humanity deforin'd for bread. 

To Afric's wild inhabitants you run, 

And meet thofe monfters, which the wife ihould fhun. 

Mix*d with the fpruceft bands, bright Celias fliinc. 

And fhoot more darts than quills the Porcupine. 

Here Indian Otters and white Owls you fee. 

With tawney Lions in dumb majefty : 

There the dead Tortoife forms a fpacious boat. 

In which Mifs Venus us'd of old to float. 

K 4 From- 
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From Sciences we folcmnly t-ep^It 

To ropes, and fiddles, and a bounding Fair. 

With fuch a graceful mien, fo fbong a fpring, 

The nymph ftill rifcs from the quivering ftring. 

That the fwift motion our kind thoughts improve. 

And paint her flying on the \^'i'tigs of Love. 

Feats of aftivity, till thefe, unknown, 

And yet not all her wondrous feats are fhown. 

Clofe by degrees Philofophers advance, 

Glote on the Dancer, but ftill praife the dance. 

Our Alma Mater promifes relief, 

She can allay the pain, or footh the grief; 

Enamouf'd Strephons ! chufe you as you pleaf<^ 

Cool grottos, purling ftreams, or willow trees. 

Or, if your vapours rage not too feverc, 

Ev'n dancing Dogs and thrce-legg'd Cats are here, 

And Punch is merry twice at leaft a year. 

Now let th' unpoinred fatire gently note 
Th* enormity of each vafl; petticoat. 
Sometimes the Mufcs, languifhing, might droop; 
But balhful Clio never wore a hoop. 
O ! had Diana on the wood-land green 
- Entrenched her females in this odd machine. 
With plcafure Ihe had heard th* affrighted boar 
Ruftle in filks, and pierc'd with whalebone roar ; 
Her nymphs, unknown, had driven an amorous trade, 
Brilk Atalanta had no gambols play'd, 
But, like St. Winifred, been ftill a maid. 

The weak, th' afflifted, kindly, hoops befriend, 
And iujur'd Virtue gencroully defend, 

4 While,. 
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While, widely ^rcad, Virnh. tutelary care. 

They cheat the world, and fkreen th6 pregnant fair : 

Or elfe forac Literati might have (hown. 

All are not Saints, nor Eunuchs, in a gown. 

And had long fince loft Fellowfhips deplor'd. 

Who ftill glare reverend on the buttery-board. 

Hoops were at firft a Pagan innovation, 
Though now moft us'd in the rooft Chriftian nation. 
Fame fay?, a Critic, for vaft depths renown'd. 
Secret Memoirs of Ithaca has found 5 
Thofe mufty rolls fome wondrous truths declare ! 
Penelope was not fo chafte as fair. 
She, for ftatc-reafons, was the firft beginner 
Of hoops ; a fly, difcretionary finncr ! 
What though flie hearhenifti fwellM about the waift. 
The filken umbrage ftill proclaimed her chaflie : 
The prude in fun-lhine fickcn*d at a fpark. 
But was a very woman in the dark; 
Virtue's ftri6t rules (he readily could teach. 
But to walk by them was beyond her reach ; 
You know, 'tis hard to pra6tife what you preach. 
This the true meaning of the web is thought. 
The night unravel'd what the day had wrought. 
Hence adages of endlefs toil begun, 
A woman's work, grave firs, is never done. 
With proper furniture Ihe grac'd the room j 
Here the fofr couch was fpread, there ftood the loom- 
Fine linen (be admir'd ; — well ! where 's the hurt ? 
She wove for each new lover a new Ihirt; 
Nay, and more prefents made (her zeal was fuch) 
Than here arcWould-be-wits I — You'll fay, that's much. 

Su^^lvcd- 
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Supplied with piquet-frienday it plain appears 
The lady miglit live out full twenty years. 
Perhaps Ihe wept too at her lord's return, 
And then, then only, had jud caufe to mourn. 
Good man ! he went dilTadsfied away, 
But feign'd a madncfs firi]b, in hopes to, Hay : 
He had been mad indeed, unforced to roam. 
And leave fo beautiful a wife at home. 
Tell me, ye Lcarn'd, is it not too prefuming 
To truft a creature with herfelf, when blooming ? 
Some fofter minutes may the beft furprize, 
Women are flefh and blood, and men have eyes. 

Unnumber'd fcenes of various dangers paft. 
The virtuous hufband fafe returned at laft : 
Heedlefs I call'd him virtuous — O, for (hame ! 
Adulterers deferve another name. 
His boafted purity receiv'd a fpot j 
Telegonus he rakilhly begot. 
With ftrongcr charms, he the fam'd charmer won. 
And boldly clai'p'd the Daughter of the Sun. 
If this were all, I dare be poiitive, 
Some of you. Ladies, could one flip forgive : 
But much I fear, he ftaid not (may be thought) 
With Queen Calypfo, fix whole years, for nought. 
By other flandereis he fcems belied ; 
They fancy, he took freedoms with his guide j 
His guide was Pallas : — judge you, if he cou*d ; 
She was too chafte } — in Englilh plain— too proud* 
Befules, though all divine in every feature. 
The Goddefs was no very tempting creature. 

S 
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She read him ferious le&ures $ but^ idasl 
She never told the cuckold what he was. 
X guefs you F^-ones, by your fmllet, indinM 
To think his madam paid him in his kind* 
Howe'ety 'twas happy for their nuptial Towt^ 
He grew not jealous of his faithlefs fpoufe. 
But who her peccadillo's could difcover ^ 
Each gallant prov'd an honourable loveK, 
O Ladies ! now, how alter'd quite the cafe is ! 
How few deferve to be in your good graces! 
The fcandal-mongers in confufion ceas'd, 
LefTen'd their noife as petticoats increas'd | 
No bufy tongues could tell her curious elf. 
And (he had prudence not to tell herfelf : 
Poor Lyfley found the fate of modern men. 
And was dill bubbled by his own dear Fenn* 

From Grecian tales 'tis eafy to digrefs 
To Britifli Cynthias, in laconic drefs. 
There happy elegance of tafte is feen 
In (lockings purple, and in garters green. 
The well-turn'd flioulder is difclos'd, to move 
And feed the (ight with avenues to Love. 
When Phoebus ran, young Daphne to embrace. 
His pafTion glovvM, and heighten'd in the race. 
Immodeft win«.!s her tender limbs reveard, 
And beauties (hew'd, vvhich innocence conceal'd. 
Still as flic turn'd, her fnowy neck he view'd j 
No wonder if his Godfhip had been rude : 
A naked profpcft wantonly infpires 
Our bcardlcfs novices with flrange defires* 

Where 



"Where will you Aop^— Already we can fee 
Below the bofom, and abo^e the knee. 
If from your heads ahd feet fuch dangers rife. 
Ah ! whither, whither fhail I pomt my eyes ? 
When yoit kill Sages, thofc you kill by chance ; 
O'er heaving breafts With caution ftill they glance r 
But fiinguine Ffefli-men, indifcreetly warm, 
Dwell with their eyes, and fuck in every charm. 
Thus Egypt's Queen, a fpeedier death Co bring, 
Prcft clofe the fei^eht, and enjoy'd the fting. 
Who firft faw Bafiliiks with fpeckled pride, 
GazM on their fpots, but as he gaz'd he died. 

Changed is the mode from that of former days. 
Ladies received no vifits without (lays ; 
Eliza's dames of honour took no fnufF, 
And hulbands only peep'd beneath the ruff. 
In faftiions ftill the difference was as great. 
Ere Nuns were banilHM from this facred feat ; 
When charitable Monks could grant with cafe 
A licenfe for alT Pagan liberties 5 
When fqueamifh confciences gave no reftraint; 
For gold, a Sinner might commence a Saint j 
A happinefs much wanted in our times : 
The crimes of Love were conftrued venial crimes. 
Then Barnwcil virgins might fccurely rove, 
Unharm'd, though rifled in the neighbouring grove: 
>»'0 Proctor's llaff yet walked its awcful round, 
Kor midnight purple ftartled at the found; 
Ere Sunday-nymphs on Clare-Hall-piece were feen, 
Or Coticc-booths afpir'd on Jefus-Grecn ; 

Ei 
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Ere Coyems-Oflnkn Miftredes came down, 
And taught the yotiths to tyn»ptniEe the town t 
Ere Sophs had learnt with humcns the pit to (ill. 
Or Beaux to flutter round the Market-htlU 

Alas ! our Beaux hut flutter here a while, ' 
They part, and longing Laundreffirs beguile. 
Rich heirs our humble Colleges forget, 
And launch into the vices of the great. 
From tutors freed, to Inns of Court they run. 
And fafliionably learn to be undone. 
A Ikittifh Chloe cofts (nor think her dear) 
A fplcndid -brace of hundred pounds a year. 
Befidcs, expeft a frequent, fad complaint, 
For watches, rings, and (ilks — but never paint, 
Th* Athenian Orator, who lean'cl to Vice, 
Found Lais* beauties bore too high a price. 
For a full loofe to joys, the niggard foul 
Bade but a folitary Greek piftole. 
Not Virgb-Danae alone was fold 
With dextrous cunning for a fiiower of gold j 
Nor did a husband's (hape Alcmena move, 
Shfr-yielded to a fecond, golden Jove : 
While the fly God for one night did agree. 
And then for cheapnefs ftretch'd that one to three. 

Now change the hand, and different llrike the lyre j 
How reigns Apollo in this tuneful choir ? 
Our wits, who mod harmonioufly compofe, 
Drink not at Helidon, but at The! Kofc. 
If circling years new dividends account,, 
I quit all claim to the Vieriaa xnbUnt^ ' ' 

What 
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What would rich mifers give for the command 

Of barren provinces in Claflic land } 

Why ! juft as much (a Soph would anfwer foon) 

As for ten thoufand acres in the Moon* 

My laurel'd hopes I willingly refign, 

Give me but Flavia— take the tuneful Nine. 

Where am I by uxorious fancies led? 

We Fellows want the privilege to wed. 

Have no kind creatures charity in ftorc 

For thofe who by neceility are poor ? 

The Cambridge-wives malicioufly agree 

To keep our Doftors Maids till fixty-thrce. 

They ftiU might fate their lawful dears with blifs. 

Yet fpare an eleemofynary kifs. 

Indulge my youth, and cure me of Love's blindnefs, 

For pity take me, kill me — but with kindnefs. 

You would be mov'd, if you my virtues knew— 

I can be happy, and be fecret too. 

Some may their favours from ParnafTus boaft. 
My Mufe Ihall ever be a Britilh Toaft. 
A fmile from Flavia can fecure renown, 
Though Polyhymnia and her fiflers frown. 
If e'er I gain'd, I gained from beauty, fame; 
It raisM my numbers, and infpirM my flame. 
This truth allow'd, I logically thence 
Draw but one fweet, material confequence ; 
With me no Fair her reputation lofes : 
A Poet fure may toy with all the Mufes. 
Oft her Catullus Lesbia entertained, 
Aiid tender Ovid liis Corinna gain'd. 

Still 
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Still SacchariiTa's pride all tongues upbraid, 
Who own'd no mufic, though a Waller play'd. 
But in his ftrength of genius few excel ; 
Wc praile you faintly, till you ufe us well. 
By you difdainM, we (Iretch a feeble wing, 
ApprovM, we boldly foar, and fweetly fmg. 
So in long droughts, with no kind moifture fed. 
The fickcning lily languilhes its head : 
But if the friendly ikies indulgent pour 
On Earth's parchM bofom a foft genial (hower. 
The faded leaves their youthful bloom regain. 
And a new brightaefs fmiles around the plain. 

CLAUDIAN'S COURT OF VENUS. 

BY MR. EUSDEN. 

T N the fam'd Cyprian ifle a mountain ftands, 

•■• That calls a fliadow into diftant lands. 

In vain accefs by human feet is try'd, 

Its lofty brow looks down with noble pride 

On bounteous Nile through fevcn wide channels fpread^ 

And fees old Proteus in his oozy bed. 

Along its (ides no hoary frofts prcfume 

To blaft the myrtle (hrubs, or nip the bloom. 

The winds with caution fwecp the rifing flowers. 

While balmy dews defcend, and vernal fhowers* 

The ruling orbs no wintery horrors bring, 

Fix*d in th' indulgence of eternal Spring. 

Unfading fweets in purple fcenes appear. 

And genial breezes fofcen all the year. 

The 
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The nice, luxurious foul, uncloy'd, may rovCy 
From pleafures ftill to circling ple^Aires move. 
For cndlcfs beauty kindles endlefs love. 

The mountain, when the fummit once you gain, 
Falls by degrees, and finks into a plain ; 
Where the pleas 'd eye may flowery meads behold 
Inclos'd with branching ore, and hedg'd with gold. 
Or where large crops the generous glebe fupplies, 
And yellow harvefts, unprovok'd, arife. 
For, by mild Zephyrs fannM, the teeming foil 
Yields every grain, nor alks the peafant's toil. 
Thefe were the bribes, the price of heavenly charms, 
Thefe Cytherea won to Vulcan's arms. 
For fuch a blifs he fuch a gift beftow'd, 
The rich, tit* immortal, labours of a God. 

A fylvan fcene, in folemn ftate difplay'd. 
Flatters each feather'd warbler with a (hade ; 
But here no bird its painted wings can move, 
Unlefs ele6led by the Qjieen of Love. 
Ere made a member of tliis tuneful throng. 
She hears the fongfter, and approves the fong. 
The joyous victors liop from fpray to fpray ; 
The vanquifli'd fly, with mournful notes, away. 

Branches in branches twin'd coaapofe the grove. 
And (hoot,, and fpread, and blolTom into love. 
The trembling palms their mutual vows repeat, 
And bendii>g poplars bending poplars meet. 
The dillant pUtanes feem to prefs more nigh. 
And to the fighing alder alders figh. 
Blue heavens abpve them fmile, and all below 
Two murmuring ilreams.in wild meanders flow. ^ 

This, 
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This» mix'd with gall, and that, like honey, fweec ; 
But, ah ! too foon th' unfriendly waters meet ! 
Steep'd in thcfe fprings (if verfc belief can gain) 
The darts of Love their double power attain. 
Hence all mankind a bitter fweet have found, 
A painful pleafure, and a grateful wound. 

Along the grafly banks, in bright array, 
Ten thoufand little Loves their wings difplay* 
Quivers and bows their ufual fport proclairn. 
Their drefs, their (lature, and their looks, the fame : 
Smiling in innocence, and ever young. 
And tender as the Nymphs from whom tliey fprung. 
For Venus did but boaft one only fon, 
And rofy Cupid was that boafted one. 
He, uncontrpl'd, through Heaven extends his fway. 
And Gods and GoddeiTcs by turns obey : 
Or, if he (loops on Earth, gre^t Princes burn. 
Sicken. on thrones, and wreath'd with laurels mourn. 
Th' inferior Powers o'er hearts inferior reign. 
And pierce the rural fair, or homely fvvain. 

Here Love's imperial pomp is fpread around ; 
Voluptuous Liberty, that knows no bound. 
And fudden (lorms of wrath, which foon decline. 
And midnight watchings o'er the fumes of wine { 
Unartful tears, and hcdic looks, that (hew. 
With filent eloquence, the Lover's woe ; 
Boldnefs unfledg'd, and to floFn raptures new. 
Half treuibling Hands, and fcarcely dares purfue; 
Fears that delight, and anxious doubts of joy. 
Which check our fwelling hopes, but not dcftroy } 

Vol. IV. L And 
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And fhort-brcath'd vows, forgot as foon as made. 
On airy pinions flutter through the glade : 
Youth, with a haughty look and gay attire. 
And rolling eyes, that glow with foft defire. 
Shines forth exalted on a pompous feat, 
While fullen cares and wither'd age retreat. 

Now from afar the palace feems to blaze. 
And hither would extend its golden rays j 
But by refle6tion of the grove is fcen 
The gold dill vary'd by a waving green. 
For Mulciber with fecret pride beheld 
How far his fltill all human wit excellM ; 
And, grown uxorious, did the work defign 
To fpeak the artift, and the art divine. 
Proud columns, towering high, fupport the frame. 
That hewn from Hyacinthian quarries came. 
The beams are emeralds, and yet fcarcc adorn 
The rubv walls, on which themfelves are borne. 
The pavement, rich with veins of agate, lies 5 
And ftcps, with (hining jafpers flippery, rife. 

Here fpices in parterres promifcuous blow, 
Not from Arabia's fields more odours flow. 
The wanton winds through groves of caffia play^ 
And fteal the ripen'd fragancies away. 
Here, with its load the mild amomum bends ; 
There, cinnamon in rival fwects contends. 
A rich perfume the ravifli'd fcnfes fills, 
Wljilfc from the weeping tree the balm diftills. 

At thcfe delightful bowers arrives at laft 
The God of Love, a tedious journey paft : 

Thea 
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Then ihapes his way to reach the fronting gate. 
Doubles his majcfly, and walks in flare. 
Ir chanc'd, upon a radiant throne reclined, 
Venus lier golden trelfes did unbind : 
Proud to be thus employed, on either hand 
Th' Idalian fiftcrs, ranged in order, (land. 
Ainbrofial eirencc one beftows in fhowers. 
And lavilhly whole dreams of neflar pours. 
With ivory combs, another's dextrous care 
Or curls » or opens, the diiheveVd hair. 
A third, induftrious, with a nicer eye, 
Inftru£h the ringlets in what form to lie : 
Yet leaves fome few, that, not fo clofely preft-. 
Sport in the wind, and wanton from the reft. 
Sweet negligence ! by artful ftudy wrought, 
A graceful error, and a lovely fault. 
The judgement of the glafs is here unknown, 
Hcje mirrors are fupply'd by every flonc. 
Where-e cr the Goddefs turns, her image falls. 
And a new Venus dances on the walls. 
Now, while (he did her fpotlefs form furvcy, 
Pleas'd with Love's empire and almighty fway. 
She fpy*d her fon, and, fir'd with eager joy, 
Sprung forwards, and cmbracM the favourite boy* 
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PLUTO'S SPEECH TO PROSERPINE. 

FROM CLAITDIAN, BY MR. EUSDEN. 

/^ EASE, ccafe, fair Nymph, to lavifli precious tears, 
^^ And difcompofe your foul with airy fears. 
Look on Sicilia's glittering courts with fcom | 
A nobler fceptre fhall tliac hand adorn. 
Imperial pomp (hall footh a generous pride ; 
The bridegroom never will difgrace the bride. 
If you above terreftrial thrones afpire. 
From Heaven I fpring, and Saturn was my fire. 
The power of Pluto ftretches all around, 
Uncircumfcrib'd by Nature's utmoft bound : 
'Where matter, mouldering, diesy where forms decay. 
Through tlie vafttrac kiefs void extends my f^ay. 
Mark not with mournful eyes the fainting light, 
Nor tremble at this interval of night. 
A fairer fcene (hall open to your view, 
An earth more verdant, and an heaven more blue. 
.Another Phoebus gilds thofe happy Ikies | 
And other (lars, with purer flames, arife. 
There chaile adoreis (hall their praifes joia. 
And with the choiced gifts enrich your fhrine. 
The blifsful climes no change of ages knew. 
The golden fii ft bej^an, and flill is new. 
That golden age your woild awhile could boad. 
But here it flourilh'd, and was never loft. 
Perpetual Zephyrs breathe through fragrant bowers. 
And painted meads fmile with unbiddea flowers : 

Flowers 
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Flowers of immortal bloom and various hue ; 

No rival fweets in your own Enna grew. 

In the recefs of a cool fylvan glade, 

A monarch-tree projefts no vulgar (hade. 

Encumber'd with their wealth, the branches bend. 

And golden apples to your reach defcend. 

Spare not the fruit, but pluck the blooming ore, 

The yellow harveft will increafc the more. 

But I too long on trifling themes explain. 

Nor fpeak th' unbounded glories of your reign. 

Whole Nature owns your bower : whatever have birth, 

And live, and move, o'er all the face of Earth j 

Or in old Ocean's mighty caverns deep, 

Orfportive roll along the foamy deep; 

Or on ftifF pinions airy journies take, 

Or cut the floating llream, or ftagnant lake ; 

In vain they labour to prcfcrvc ilicir breath, 

And foon fall vi6i:ims to your fuhjcdi:, Death. 

Unnumbered triumphs fwift to you he bringc. 

Hail ! Goddefs of all fublunary things ! 

Empires, that fink above, here rife again, 

And worlds unpeopled crowd th' Elvfian plain. 

The rich, the poor, the monarch, and the ilave. 

Know no fuperior honours in the grave. 

Proiid tyrants once, and laurcl'd chiefs, fliall come, . 

And kneel, and trembling wait from you tlieir doom. 

The impious, forc'd, Ihall then their crimes difclofc, . 

And fee paft pleafures teem with future woes j 

Deplore m darknefs your impartial fway, 

While fpotlefs fouls enjoy the fields of day. 

L 3 ' When,. 
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When, ripe for fccond-birth, the dead ihall ftand 

In ihivering throngs on the Lethaean llrand, 

That (hade, whom you approve, fliall fiift be brought 

To quaff oblivion in the pleating draught; 

Whofe thread of life, jufl fpun, you would rcne\v> 

But nod, and Clotho fliall re-wind the clue. 

Let no diftruft of power your joys abate. 

Speak what you wifli, and what you fpcak is fate. 

The raviflier thus footh'd the weeping fair. 
And check'd the fury of his deeds with care : 
iPoiTeft of Beauty's charms, he calmly rode. 
And Love firft foften'd the relcntlefs God. 

T O M R. ■^, BY MR. EUSDEN, 

'X7"OU alk, my friend, how I can Delia prize, 
■*• When Myra*s (hape I view, or Cynthia's eyes : 
No tedious anfwer fliall create you pain, 
For beauty, if but beauty, I difdain. 
•*Tis not a mien that can my will control, 
A fpeaking body with a lilent foul. 
The lovclieft face to me not lovely fliows. 
From the fvvcet lips if melting nonfcnfe flows s 
!Nor muft the tuneful Chloris be my choice, 
An earthly mind ill fuits a heavenly voice. 

What though my Delia not decay'd appears, 
She wants, you cry, the gavvdy bloom of years. 
True } but good fenfe perpetual joys will bring ; 
Her wit is ever youthful as the fpring. 
Thofe fluttering fparks, who fafliionably burn. 
And hourly for fome fair Dorinda mourn, 

Sooa 
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Soon as the fancied Goddefs is enjoy'd, 
To find her woman, ficken, and are cloy'd. 
Not fo my Delia (liall confume her charms, 
But rife each morn more beauteous from my arms. 
With envious fwiftnefs roUing years may move, 
Impair her glories, not impair my Love: 
Time's wafteful rage the husband iliull defpife. 
And view the wife ftill with the bridegroom's eyes. 
So kneels, at fome fam'd antiquated (hrine. 
The pious pilgrim to the power divine. 
Around he fees wild rugged heaps of ftone. 
Where Parian marble once, and jafpcr (hone : 
Yet, confcious what thofe ruins were of old, 
Dares not, unmov'd, the mofiy walls behold; 
But trembles at the Deity's abode. 
And owns the powerful prefcnce of the God. 

ON A DISPUTE WITH A GENTLEMAN ABOUT THB 

EXCELLENCE OF SOME OF MR. DRYOEN's 

WRITINGS } WHEN A LADY, BEING ASKED 

HER OPINION, BLAMED THEM. 

B Y M R. E U S D E N. 

' ■ ^O Dryden*s Mufc I early homage paid, 
-*- And manhood fix'd the cho'fcc my youth had made* 
The numbers flow'd delightful from his tongue. 
And all was harmony when Dry den fung. 
But, fince Cleora the fweet Bard difdains, 
Harlh is his verfc, and rugged arc his flrains : 

L 4 Not 
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Not kneeling Torrifmond can pity move, 
And the worl^ feems too meanly loft for Love. 

Nor let my rival triumph, though I yield ; 
Her charms, and not his reafonings, won the field. 
Pleas'd with Cleora's cenfurcs, I fubmit : 
So fair a face is fure a judge of wit. 
Rough are the lines, that rough to her appear;. 
Her eyes confefs the juftncfs of her ear. 
The fam'd Corinthian thus redeemed her caufe. 
And with bright glances baffled all the laws. 
Her orators had laboured long in vain 
To prove her injured, and her right regain. 
Imperial Reafon dill unwarp'd was found, 
And juft decrees the joyful viftor crown'd: 
Till Lais, riling with a fwect furprize, 
Difclos'd her bofom, and unveil'd her eyes. 
Amaz'd, each judge the filent pleader viewM, 
RepcaVd the fentence, and her fuit renew'd. 
The faults they faw, they now can fee no more, 
And blame thofe a£lions, which they prais'd before. 
Triumphant Wrong o'er vanquifliM Right prevail'd. 
And Beauty won, where Eloquence had faiKd. 

TOTHEAUTHOROFTHE TATLER. 
BY MR. EUSDEN. 

A T laft is granted, what we wilh'd for long, 
•*^ The Roman arts have learn 'd the Britifh tongue. 
The fweet Vcnuiian Bard could lafh the crimes, 
And ridicule the follies of his times : 

Yet 
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Yet the fly Catyr movM with fo much eafe. 

The fling, while wounding, never fail'd to pleafe* 

Nature, we fear'd, had here herfelf out-done^ 

Too weak again to raife fo great a fon : 

But now in fame we dare with Rome engage ; 

A fecond Horace has adom'd our age. 

Hail you ! whofe every thought, and every line. 
Our judgements ripen, and our tafles refine. 
Who reads your works knows what the world e'er knew^ 
All human life lies open to his view. 
Old age with tears fees artfully difplay'd 
Thofe fruitlefs pleafures which they once obcy'd j 
While by too dear experience youth, untaught. 
Fly from the fnarcs, in which their fires were caught? 
And by your labours double their delight, 
Learn how to live, as well as how to write, 

O ! in what beauteous elegance of drefs 
Th* immortal bloom of Virtue you exprefs ! 
How fweetly mild flie looks in all her rules ! 
The choice of wife men, though the fcorn of fools. 
How Vice can never with true reafon fuit ! 
The man degraded finks into the brute. 
Our blifs is jofl, when ill we once begin; 
There is no Eden in the paths of fin. 

If facred thirft of glory you infpirc. 
Each labouring bread glows with a generous fire* 
Had fate referv'd young Ammon for this age. 
We had not feen him with wild frenzies rage ;' 
His vain defcent ftx)m Heaven he would difclaim^ 
To fliine the foremofl in your Court of Fame. 

While 
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While the Coquette her airy motions tries, 
" The min has humour !'* gay Emilia cries ; 
Laughing goes on, and hugs the faithful glafs^ 
Pleas'd with the true reflection of her face. 
But grave Althaea reads the Prude with fpleen. 
And wonders how her fecret faults were ieen. 

When rules of honour, in the married life, 
You flri£lly fix to hushand and to wife. 
The libertine from Chloe's arms retires, 
Forgets to lull, and burns with nobler fires. 

Or, when the fluttering coxcombs of the town 
And all theit naufeous fopperies are fhown. 
Such is the wit, as needs no critick fear, 
And the chalVe veftal, unconcerned, might hear 5 
Such as can never innocence defile, 
Yet from the moft fcvere extorts a fmile. 

The happy delicacy of your Plays 
I pafs in fiknce, nor attempt to praife. 
O Charlotte ! who thy character can read, 
But foon muft languifti, figh, and f^crct bleed? 
Is it your fancy that thus boundlcfs roves. 
Inflames oar pafTions, yet eludes our loves r 
Or to the world are living Charlottes known. 
Or (he, th* unrival'd Phoenix, reigns alone ? 
To wealili, to power, I every wifh refigrt. 
If only that dear Charlotte might l)c mine. 

Go on, great man ! if you need .arrher go, 
Whofe bright meridian can no brighter (how. 
Still you their favourite let the Mufes call. 
All arts adorning, and adorn'd by all. 
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So varioufly you write, yet ftill (o well. 
We know not where to judge you moft excel : 
Nor can you, though you multiply the florc, 
Aiid to your glory, or our wonder more. 

MR. EUSDENTOALADY, 
WHO WEPT AT HEARING CATO READ, 

TF ever grief could perfcfl form improve, 

Euphrcnia, weeping, more commands our love. 
How fhall we call that wc (o much admire, 
A melting h:igh:ncfs, or a humid fire ? 
Blufh not at for rows leeri, in vain fuppreft, 
Sighs fvvcll ro flrcams, and flowing Ihine confefl. 
The happy Poet mufi: with tranfport hear 
His art confirm'd by fuch a precious tear; 
Precious as that which good 06Vavia (hed, 
When Virgil mourn 'd o'er young Marccllus dead. 
Alas ! the generous Roman differs ftill ! 
She wcpr, (l:e could nor fave ; you weep, to kill. 
Ah, gentle Pair! too kind, too cruel Maid! 
Can you in others T\ ranny upbraid, 
Yet he the caufe of Li!>crty bctrav'd ? 
Thii5k on his halcyon hours you could deftroy ; 
Each glided fmooih, for each was wing'd with joy. 
Whate'er he freely wifii'd, he freely chofe. 
Like Roman Senates, lill a Caefar rofc. 
Thcfe lips, which usM no favourite found to claim, 
Now fondly (quiver on Euphrenia's name. 
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This heart, which once no pointed glance had flucg^ 

Bleeds, at your light, and trembles at your tongue. 

Yet do I court, not ftruggle with, my chain j *! 

Eafy the thraldom, pleafant is the pain, f 

And you for ever (hall Di6lator reign. ^ 

The ftubborn Cato, whofe unfhaken foul 

No flatteries could allure, no force control, 

Had you then liv'd, had fweet confulion felt. 

His fternefs foften'd, and begun to melt : 

Oft would have look*d, and oft with glad furpriz* 

Bondage itfelf own'd lovely through thofc eyes. . 

Tell me, ye Learn'd, how equal obje£ls (Irikc 

Euphrenia's bread with paflions fo diflikc ? 

How tender and rclentlefs thus agree ! 

Why there all difcord, here all harmony ? 

Can you lament the miferies of Rome, 

Patricians loft, or (lavery their doom ; 

Yet ravage carelefs o'er your native ifle. 

Sport in deftru6lion, and in murder fmile ? 

Oh ! when you weep, and vanquifliM Virtue grace^ 

Who Wtould defirc the mighty viftor's place > 

Misfortune proudly triumphs o'er fucccfs. 

And Caefar envies Cato's happincfs. 

How willing for fuch tears to yield up all, 

Scarce an equivalent, the conquer'd ball I 

Howplcas'd fuperior glory to allow. 

The world by Caefar, Crfar rul'd by you. 

Sure, Bards of old deceiv'd us in their ftrains, 
Syreris were all Euphrenias of the plains; 
Who, gently touch 'd by fome foft mournful found. 
Melted in tears, and lavifh'd deaths around. 

Tke 
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The nobleft Poet drew the nobleft throng, 

And the bright hearers made the dangerous fong. 

Was not this piece fo elegantly fine, 

You had not liflen'd to a full defign j 

Gay, pompous nonfenfe had lefs fatal been. 

You could not weep where Nature was not feen. 

Ah ! let the Mufe aid to the Lover bring, 

Nor from her excellence his ruin fpring. 

The charms of Verfe ihould ftill the Charmer move. 

And whom they melt to Pity, footh to Love. 

VERSES BY MR. EUSDEN, 

ON THE SPECTATOIt*S CRITIQUE ON MILTON. 

T O O K here, ye Pedants, who defcrve that name, 
-■-^ And lewdly ravifli the great Critick's fame. 
In cloudlcfs beams of light true jud^-emcnt plays, 
How mild the cenfure, how refin'd the praife I 
Beauties ye pafs, and blemiilies ye cull. 
Profoundly read, and eminently dull. 
Though Linnets fmg, yet Owls feel no delightj 
For they the bed can judge, who be A can write. 
O ! had great Milton but furviv'd to hear 
Mis numbers try*d, by fuch a tuneful ear ; 
How would he all thy jufl remarks commend ! 
The more the Critic, own the more the Friend. 
But, did he know once your immortal ftrain, 
Th' exalted pleafure would increafe to pain : 
He would not blulh for faults he rarely knew. 
But bluih for glories thus excell'd by you. 

4 I M I- 
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IMITATIONS OF STATIUS*:. 

B Y M R. E U S D E N. 

BOOK IV. 246. 
/^^REECE thus emhroird, and arms around prepared, 
^-^ With joy the young Parthcnopsus heard. 
New to the field, ycc fir'd with thiril: 0/ fame, 
The beauteous, blooming, beardlei's, hero came. 
Mean-time beyond the bleak Lvcaius ftray'd 
Swift Aralanta, in a diftant glade ; 
Purfued the fylvan game with eager joy, 
Nor fear'd the danger of hei" favourite boy. 
Oh, had her heart the leaft forebodings known, 
The moiher's fondnefs had preferv'd the fon, 
Had bid the warrior to the groves retreat, 
And cool'd a glorious, but deflruciive, heat. 
Never of beauty to a male before 
Indulgent Nature lavilh'd fuch a fiore. 
Yet the rich work compleatly Ihe defign'd ; 
A woman's face conceal'd a manly mind. 
A proof of courage in each aft apppears 5 
But what is courage in fuch tender vears ? 
For him, the Nymphs, that haunt the verdant woods. 
Or bathe their fnovvy limbs in cryftal floods ; 
Or on the mountain fport, or on the plain ; 
All righ*d> all languilh'd, and all burn in vain. 

* A longer imitation of the Thebaic! (Book IX. 570.) 
is printed anonymoully in Stcel^r's Collcdtion, perhaps by 
the fame hand. But X have not room for it. N. 

And 



STATIUS IMITATED. 159 

And furc his form might Nymphs inflame with love, 

Which could Diana's fettled hare remove. 

For when (he faw, in the M»nalian fliade, 

How the fair, fmilin^, little wanton play'd ; 

How harmlefs o'er th' unbending grafs he flew. 

Of the ftol'n raptures fhe unmindful grew : 

Well fecm'd the virj^in in the mother loft, 

That could this fweet, this heavenly burthen hoail. 

New friendfhip foon the Goddefs did commence, 

RecalVd th* offender, and forj^ave th' offence. 

The marks of honour did ag^in beftovv, 

The darts, the quiver, and the Cretan bow. 

Th* unflcdg'd commander, vainly rafh of thought. 
Already burns with battles yet unfought. 
To his quick view the bloody fcenc appears, 
And comely duft his yellow locks bcfmears. 
Tranfports unknown the numerous captives yield. 
While the gay viftor prances o'er the field. 

His wonted pleafures now delight no more ; 
No mufic in the hounds that bay the boar. 
Inglorious feem the conquefls of the wood ; 
He fcorns the dart, not dy'd with human blood. 
Unarm'd the youth, how lovely to behold ! 
But glitters fweetly fierce in bumifh'd gold. 
His furcoat i^lows rich with the Tyrian ftain, 
While diamond clafps the waving folds reftrain. 
His ihield, for lightnefs, of fmooth (kjtis was made. 
Where his fam'd mother's triumph (hone difplay*d : 
Deep in th' ^tolian boar was fix'd the reed, 
And in the paint the favage feem'd to bleed. 
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Iji his left hand a bow with graceful pride 
He bore, his right the Cydon cugh fupply'd. 
No vulgar art adorn'd his coat of mail 
With feathcr'd gold, and many a (hining fcalc j 
His radiant helm the waving cred furrounds. 
And on his back his amber-quiver founds ; 
But the pale amber jafpers green enchafe. 
And with a livelier verdure dye the grafs. 
His fiery courfer fnorts and neighs aloud, 
With woodland fpoils of fpotted lynxes proud, 
In fwiftnefs, us'd to leave the mountain-hind, 
A rival for the fweeping Northern wind j 
With joy his matter, fheath'd in arms, he bore, 
But wonder'd at a weight unfelt before : 
His mafter, pleas'd, and flufli'd with youthful grace, 
Flew all around, and brighten'd every place. 
Arcadian cohorts, firm, experienc'd bands, 
Enclofe their Lord, and wait his dread commands. 
Arcadians, Time's firft fons, who fcorn to trace 
From the known origin a mortal race ; 
Who your dark pedigree convey too high. 
Ere moon, or flars, were lighted in the iky ; 
Ere Nature's rudenefs Art had taught to yield. 
Unbuilt each city, and untill'd each field. 
From that loft aera you derive your birth, 
And fteps firft printed on the wondering earth. 
The hardy race (if Fame the truth has fung) 
From rigid fires, and wooden parents fprung. 
The labouring oak a ftubborn offspring bred, 
And kindly with freih fliowers of acorns fed. 
f , Fr 
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From the tall afli a new creation rofc^ 

And teeming laurels felt a mother's throes. 

The boech prolific prov'd in like degree. 

And a green infant dropped from every tree, 

Thefe early, young inhabitants begun 

To watch the motions of the rolling fun. 

New to the ftrange viciilitude of light, 

Tliey trembled at the fwift approach of night x 

While Phoebus haften'd to the Weftern ftreams. 

In vain they follow'd to o'ertakc his beams : 

Then, weary'd,heav*d their hands, and begg*d his ftay,1 

Hung with their eyes on the lafl: fainting ray« 

And mourn'd and ficken'd in dcfpair of day. 

BOOK IV. 309. 

Fame now th* important fecret had betray *d. 
And to the mother the fad truth convey'd, 
How her rafli fon, inflam'd with war's ^larms. 
Had march'd, and all Arcadia rouz'd to arms. 
Struck with the fatal news, at firfl: (he found 
No ftrength, and dropp'd her ufelefs arrows round. 
Then, fwift as ftorms that rend the lofty woods, 
O'er rocks flje flew, and flemm'd the foaming floods. 
Her loofen'd robes, neglefted, flovv'd behind j 
Her locks at pleafure ruffled in the wind. 
The mother tigers thus, their children flain, • 
Purfuc the murdering wretch, and fcour along the plait« 
Clofe to her ion (he flood j the red forfook 
His cheeks, and Ihew'd a pale dejefted look : 
Tb^n cry*d, " What frenzy has potFeft my boy? 
Hence, vain, deluding Honour, airy toy! 

Vol. IV; M Can 
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■Can third: of fame impertinently raifc 
In fuch a tender brcaft fo fierce a blaze ? 
Leave arms, my child, to men ; nor tempts too far 
The TwcatiiTg toils and dreadful ihocks of war. 
Too foon, alas ! thy feeble ftrength would yield. 
In the rough tempcft of an iron field. 
Nor do I fcek to damp a glorious fire ; 
But wifli thy vigour anfwcr thy dcfire. 
TremUing, Ifaw thee late (nor vain my fear) 
Launch at the briftling boar thy pointed fpear: 
The fairage tum'd, nor could thofc nerves repel 
His rage, and only not fupine you fell : 
Then, if a winged Death 1 had not fped. 
Where would that reftlefs valour now be fled ? 
You no more dangers had induflrious run ; 
But now thofc darts will not prote6l my fon : 
!Nor truft thy erring bow, nor martial force. 
And the vain.fwiftnefs of that dappled hortc. 
Arms thou attempt'^, fcarce able yet to prove 
The fweet fatigues and foftcr wars of Love, 
Too true the fatal omens, which I took. 
When fuddcn all the vaulted temple Ihook ; 
Diana's.imAge, bending, feem'd to fall, 
And ihaggy fpoils dropp'd from the fweating walL 
>Jo wonder, that my bow with pain I drew, 
An<l arrows, guiltlefs of derrru£lion, flew. 
Ah!".{lay, my hero, (lay, too brave ! too ycungi 
Till ,riper years have flacken'd.finews ftrung ; 
Till on thy cheeks a (hade gives manly gracq. 
And. the fufc mother Iws forfcok thy face. 

Thy 
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Tliv boldncfs thcn'lhall be no more deplorM, 
Aim! I myfclf will reach, unafkM, thy fword. 
No idle tears thy eagcrnefs (hall blame, 
In paths of glory, and purfuit of fame. 
But botncwaid now, my only hope, retire 5 
Can you, Arcadians, fucli a chief defire > 
Let generous pity fparc the tender king, 
Or not from trees, but flinty rocks, you fpring." 

ON THE DEATH OF COWLEY, 

AND HIS -BURIAL IN WESTMINSTER A3BET. 
BY ROGER EARL OF ORRERY*. 

.|^ U R Wit, till Cowley- did its luftre raife, 
^^ May he rcfembled to the firfl three days ; 
In which did fliinc only fuch ftreaks of light, 
As ferv'd but to diftingiaifli day from night. 

But 

* Third fon of the firft or great Earl of Corke, an able gc* 
ncrai, (latefman, and writer, as appears by his conduct in Ire- 
land (when lord Broghill) both in peace and war, uudec 
Charles I. Cromwell, and Charles II. for whom Ke fccurci 
that kingdom ; and by his Plays, Poems, Treatife on the Art 
of War, State Letters, &:c. Of thefe works the firft. and the 
laft were collefted and pnbliihed by his great-grandfon Joha 
Earl of Orrery (and afterwards of Corke), in 1739 and 174a- 
fie alfo wrote " Parthenlfla," a Romance ; poems on modoC 
the Fcftivals of the Church ; a poem on the Reftoration ; a 
pol'tical poem (of which Charles II. took a copy in M3.]^ 
called " A Dreamy" &c. 5cc. It is obfervablc that he com- 
poled mod of his pieces when confined by the gout j which 
made Mr. Dryden tell him, in a dedication, that, " like the 
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But Wit breaks forth in all that he has done, 
Like light, when 'twas united to the fun. 

The Poets forraecly did lie in wait. 
To rifle thofe whom they would imitate ; 
We watch 'd to rob allHrangcrs when tbej^writ. 
And learned their language, but to fleal their wit. 
He from that need his country -does redeem, 
Since thofe who want may be fupply*d from him; 
And foreign nations now may borrow more 
• From Cowley, than we could from them before i 
Who, though>he condcfcended to admit 
The Greeks and Ramans for his guides in wit. 
Yet he thofe ancient Poets does purfue 
But as the Spaniards great Columbus do ; 

** pricftefs of Apollo, he delivered his oracles always in tor* 
*' ment," and that ** the world was obliged to his mifery for 
** their, delight." Charles II. for his fervices, created him 
Earl of Orrery in 1660, made him. one of the Lords Juftices 
of .Ireland, Prefident of Munfter, and one of the Cabinet 
Council, and offered him the great feal upon the fall of the 
Earl of Clarendon, which his infirm health prevented his^ac- 
, c^pting. - Sec Budgdl's Memoirs of the Boyles, p. 112. He 
died Oft. 16, 1679. Jacob fays, *< he publiihed fix plays in 
** heroick verfe ; wherein true Englilh courage is exaftly de- 
" lineated, and morality and virtue truly illuftrated.** His 
grandfon Charles the fourth Earl (of whom fee p. 70), is 
well known by his controverfy, when a commoner^ with Dr. 
• Bcntley ; as.is his great-grandfon John (above-mentioned) by 
his Tranflation of Pliny's Epiltles, Life of Swift, Letters 
from Italy, &c. — " By one or other of this family, fays Eir. 
,Johiifqp,almoft every art has becnencou raged or improved," D. 

He 
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He taught them firft to the New World to fteer. 
But they polTefs all that is precious there. 

When firfl: his fpring of Wit began to flow, 
It rais'd in fome wonder and forrow too j 
That God had fo much wit and kr>owledge lent, ■ 
And that they were not in his praifcs fpent. 

But thofe who in his Davideis look,' . 
Find they his bloflbms* for his fruit miftook. 
In differing ages difPreent Mufcs fhin'd j 
His green did charm the fenfe, his ripe the mind. 
Writing for Heaven, he was infpirM from thence. 
And from his theme deriv'd his influence. 
The Scriptures will no more the wicked fright; 
His Mufe docs make religion a delight. 

Oh ! how feverely man is us'd by fate ! 
The covetous toil long for an eftate j 
And, having got more than their life can fpend. 
They may bequeath it to a fon or friend : 
But Learning (in which none can have a (hare, 
Unlefs they climb, to it by time and care) ,- 
Learning, the trueft wealth a man can have. 
Does with the body pcrifli in the grave : 
To tenements of clay it is confined, 
Though 'tis the nobleft purchafe of the mind ? 
Oh ! why can we thus leave our friend poficfs'd 
Of all ouracquifitTons but the befl'*' ! ' 

Still, when we ftudy Cowley, we lament. 
That to the world he was no longer lent ; 

* This complaint, as hath been obferved by Mr. Budgell^ 
is extremely poetical and pathetic, N« 
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Wlio lik'j a j"'^l;ining to »^ur eyes was (hown*. 

fo bi:u,hr l:c fliinM, a.ici v».is lo fjuickiy gocc : 

h-irc, hw rc;./:j'd lo fee Li, I'.iiiiw expire, 

^tncc liC iiiiiif'jlf couKl :iOt liavc rais'cl ic Lighcr j 

l-oi, vvli.cn wile Poets csii no liiglicr £y. 

They wouKl, like Saintb, in \Wir pcrfc^kicns die. 

Tliougi) IJcauty feme alTcflion in him bred,. 
Yet only facied Lcaining he would wed ; 
Hy which th' illultrious oifspiing of his lirain 
Sliall over Wit's great empire ever reign : 
His wtuks fliall live, when [>yraniids of pride. 
bh;iiik to iuch aflici as they long did hide. 

That facrilcj;iouj fire (which did lift year. 
Level thofc piles* whiJvjicty did rear) 
Djraded near that raajcll c church to fly, 
\Vh';rc En^liH) Kings and EngUtb Potts lief* 
li ;•'. ;iii awcful difiancc did expire ; 
h jc)i jK.'wer hid facred afljcs o'er tliat fire; 
Such, as ir duift not near thpj: It.udure come,^ 
Wi.ic'u Fa:c had on'cr'd to he Cowley's tomb: 
7^nd 'twill be fiill prefcrv'ti, l)y being Y), 
From wl.at the lage of futurt- tlamch cr.n do : 
Ma-.crir.! ti.e dares i.c.t that j.lace inf-.ft 
Wiieic lie, wiio \ikC imiuoriai fl^jmes, docs refL. 

There let his urn remain ; tor it was fit 
Amon^^ll our Kings to lay tin; Uir.g of Wit ; 
By which the ftibCture nioi'S icr.own'd will prove. 
For that part bury'd, ::i«n for all above. 

♦ The churches dcf^ roved by the fire of iC66. N. 
f The Abbey of Wcftraiiiiter. N. 
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DESCRIPTION OF THE TOMBS 
IN WESTMINSTER- ABBEY. 

Tou muft fuppofe it to be Eafter holy-days ♦ : at what time 
Cicely and Doll, Kate and Peggy, MoU and Nan, arc 
marching to Weftminfter, with a lealh of Prcniicts before 
them ; who go rowing themfclves along wiih their right 
arms to make more hade, and now and then with a greafy 
muckender wipe away the dripping that baftes their fore- 
heads. At the door they meet a crowd of Wapping 
Seamen, Southwark Broom-men, the inhabitants of the 
Bank-lide, with a Butcher or two prick'd-in among them. 
There a while they ftand gaping for the matter of the fliow, 
ftaring upon the fuburbs of their dearefl delight, juft as 
tKey ftand gaping upon the painted cloth before they go 
into the puppet-play. By and by they hear the bunch of 
keys, which rejoices their hearts llVe the found of the 
pancake-bell. For now the man of comfort peeps over the 
fpikes, and, beholding fuch a learned auditory, opens the 
gate of Paradife,- and by that time they are half g^t into 
the firll chapel (for time is very precious), he lifts up his 
voice among the tombs, and begins his lurrey fin manner 
and form following.: 

'ERE lies William de Valence 
A right good Eail of Pembroke, 
And this is his inonunient which you fee, 
I '11 fvvcar upon a book. 
* It is needlefs to obferve, that the introduction and notes 
to this droll poem are by the author of it. They arc charac- 
tcriltic of thofe'who are defcribed as vifiting the tombs. N. 
•j". This word, now difufed, needs no explanation. N. 
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Who like a ligluning to our eyes w^sfhown,. 

So blight he fhin'd, and was (o quickly gone : 

Sure, he rcjoic*d to fee his flaiuc expire,. 

Since he himfelf could not have rais'clit higher j 

lor, vvl^n wife Poets can no higherfly, 

They would, like Saints, in their perfections die.. 

Though Beauty fome afFc6lion in him bred,. 
Yet only facred Learning he would wed ; 
By which th' illuftrious offspring of his brain . 
Shall over Wit*s great empire ever reign : 
His works (hall live, when pyranvids of pride. 
Shrink to fuch aflics as they k>Bg did hide. 

That facrilcgious fire (which did lift year. 
Level thofe piles* whiclvfiety did rear) 
Dreaded near that raajcftx church to fly, 
Where Englifli Kings and Englilli Poets lief. 
3t at an awcful difiance did expire j 
Such power had facred afbes o'cr.that fire; 
Such, as it durft not near that IbudUre come,^ 
Which I^ate had order'd to he Cowley's toiub: 
-And 'twill be ftill prefcrv'u, by being\i). 
From what the rage of future flames, can do : 
Materia! tire dares not that place infcft 
Where he, who had immortal flsmes, docs refh. 

There. let his urn remain ; for it was fit 
Amongd our Kings to lay the U^ng of Wit ; 
By which thc.ftiu6turc more icnown'd will prove,. 
For that part bury'd, than for all above. 

♦ The churches dcfiroyed by the fire of iC66. N. 
f The Abbey of Wcilrainfter. N. 
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D:E SCRIPT I ON OF THE TOMBS 
IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

Tou muft fuppofe it to be Eafter holy-days ♦ : at what time 
Cicely and Doll, Kate and Peggy, MoU and Nan, arc 
marching to Weftminfter, with a lealh of Prcniicts before 
them ; who go rowing themfclves along wiih their right 
arms to make more hafte, and now and then with a greafy 
muckender wipe away the dripping that baftes their fore- 
heads. At the door they meet a crowd of Wapping 
Stamen, Southwark Broom-men, the inhabitants of the 
Bank-lide, with a Butcher or two prick'd-in among them. 
There a while they ftand gaping for the matter of the fhow, 
ftaring upon the fuburbs of their deareft delight, juft as 
they ftand gaping upon the painted cloth before they go 
into the puppet-play. By and by they hear the bunch of 
keys, which rejoices their hearts like the found of the 
pancake-bell. For now the man of comfort peeps over the 
fpikes, and, beholding fuch a learned auditors, opens the 
gate of Paradife,- and by that time they are half g^t into 
the firll chapel (for time is very precious), he lifts up his 
voice among the tombs, and begins his lurrey -f in manner 
and form following : 

'ERE lies William de Valence 
A right good Eail of Pembroke, 
And this is his monunient which you fee, 
I *ll fvvcar upon a book. 
* It is needlefs to obferve, that the introduction and notes 
to this droll poem are by the author of it. They arc charac- 
tcriltic of thofe' who are defcribed as vifiting the tomb*. N. 
f. This word, now ^ifufed, needs no explanation. N. 
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He was High Marlhal of England, 
When Henry the Third did reign ; 

But this you take upon my word, 
That lie '11 ne*er be fo again. 

Here the Lord Edward Talbot lies. 
The town of Shrewfbury*s Earl, 

Together with his Countefs fair. 
That was a moll delicate girl. 

The next to him there lieth one. 

Sir Richard Peckihall hight. 
Of whom we only this do fay. 

He was a Hampshire Knight. 

But, now to tell ye more of him, 

There lies beneath this flone 
Two wives of his and daughters four. 

To all of us unknown. 
Sir Bernard Brockhurft there doth lie, , 

Lord Chamberlain to Qjieen Anne ; 
Qjieen Anne was Richard the Second's Queen, 

And was King of England. 

Sir Francis HolHs, the Lady Frances, 
The fame was Suffolk's Dutchefs. 

Two children of Edward the Third 
Lie here in Death's cold clutches. 

This is the third King Edward's brother. 

Of whom our records tell 
Nothing of note, nor fay they whether 

He be in Heaven or Hell, 
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This fame was John of Eldcfton, 

He was no Coftdrmonger, 
But CornwalPs Earl j and here *s one dy'd 

'Caufe he could live no longer* 

The Lady Mohun, Dutchefs of York, 

And Duke of York's wife alfo. 
But Death refolv'd to horn the Duke, 

She lies now with Death below. • 

The Lady Anne Rofs, but wot ye well 

That ihe in childbed dy'd. 
The Lady Marqucfs of Winchefter 

Lies buried by her fide. 

Now think your penny * Well fpent, good folksj^ 

And that you are not beguil'd. 
Within this cup doth lie the heart 

Of a French AmbafTador's child. 

But how the Devil it came to pafs. 

On purpofe, or by chance, 
The bowels they lie underneath f. 

The body is in France. 

• When the price of admiflion was raifed to three pcnce^ 
does not appear; but it was advanced to fix pence in 1779, 
when the Earl of Chatham's effigies was placed in the Abbey. 
This is certainly a moft magnificent collection of monuments j 
but the lamentable condition into which many of them are 
continually falling, cannot but excite the regret of every in-^ 
genuous fpe£lator, and may in fomc degree bo conHdercd a9 
a national reproach. N. 

f DoL I warrant yc the Pharifces carried it away. 

Thcre'g 
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There 's Oxford Countefs, and there alfo • 

The Lady Burleigh her mother,. 
Atid there her daughter, a Couxitels too. 

Lie ciofe by one another. 

Thefe once were l)onny dames ; afid though . 

There were no coaches then,. 
Yet could they jog tlieir tails themlelves*,. 

Or had thera jogg'd by men. 

But wojB is me I thofc high-born ficners. 

That wont to pjray fo lioutly* 
Arc now laid low, and, 'caufc they can't,: 

Their ftatucs pray devoutly. 

TJris is the Dutchefs of Somcrfet, . 

By name the Lady Anne, . 
Her Lord Edward the Sixth protcdled f, , 

Oh ! he was a gallant man. 

In this fair monuiDent which you fee 

Adorn'd wi:h fo many pillars, 
Doth lie the Countefs of Buckinghaniy . 

And her huiband Sir George Viilars. • 

Tliis.old Sir George was grandfather. 

And the Countefs (he was granny, 
To the great Duke cf BuGk.ini;ham, . 

Who often topt King Jammy. 

♦-Dick. Ko, ho, ho, I warrant ye they did as other 
women did : ha, Ralph ? — Ralph. Oy, 0%*. 

•j- Tom. I have heard a baliad of him fung at Raicliff-i 
Crofs. — Moll. 1 believe we have it at home, over our kitchen 
mantle-tree. 

Sir 
5 
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Sir Robert Eatam, a Scotch Knight, 

This man was Secretary, 
And fcribbled complicnenis for two Ciuccns>, 

Qween Aane, aad^ke Qjiecn Mary.. 

This was the Countefs of Lenox, . 

Yclep'd the Lady Market, . 
King James's grandmother, and yet. 

'Gainft Death ihe had no target. 

This was Queen Mary, Q^een of Scots^. 

Whem Buchanan doth bcfpatter,. 
She loll: her head at Totingliam .*, . 
Whatever was the matter. 

The mother of our feventh Henry,, 

This is that lieth hard l)y, 
She was xUe Counted, wot ye well, , 

Of Richmond and of Derby. . 

Henry the Seventh lieth bere. 

With his fair Q^icen befide him e 
He was the founder of this Chapel j . 

Oh may no ill betide him. ! 

Therefore his monument's in brafs, . 

You '11 fay that very much is i 
The Duke of Richmond and Lenox f 

Thcr«>licth with his Dutchefs.. 

* Pol. How came Ihe here then ? — ^Will. Why, . ye fiUy 
oaf, could not ihe be brought here after fl^ie was dead ? 

f Roger. I warrant yc thcfe were no fmall fools in 
thofe days ! 

And 
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And here they ftand upright in a prefs 

With bodies made of wax, 
With a globe and a wand in either hand, . 

And their robes upon their'backs. 

Here lies the Duke of Buckingham, 

And the Dutchefs his wife ; 
Him Felton ftabb*d at Portfmouth town, , 

And fo he loft his life. 

Two children of King James thefc are> , 

Whom Death keeps very chary. 
Sophia in the cradle lies *, 

And this the Lady Mary. 

And this is Queen Elizabeth ; 

How the Spaniards did infeft her f 
Here ihe lies buried with Qjieen Mary, . 

And now agrees with her fifter. 

To another chapel now come we. 

The people follow and chat : 
This is the Lady Cottington : 

And the people cry, Who 's tliat ? 

This is the, Lady Frances Sydney, 

The Countcfs of Suffolk was (he, 
And this the Lord Dudley Carleton is, 

And then they look up and lee ; 

• Befs. Good woman, pray ftill your child, it kcq 
fuch a baMrllng ve can't hear what the man fays. 



Si 
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\ Sir Thomas Brumlcy lieth here. 
Death would him not reprieve, 
With his four Tons and daughters four. 
That once were all alive. 

The next Is Sir John Fu!terton, 

And this is his Lady I trow ; 
And this^ is Sir John Puckering, 

Whom none of you did know. 

• That *8 the Earl-of Bridgcwater in the middle. 

Who makes no ufe of his bladder. 
Although his Lady lie fo near him : 
And fo-we go up a ladder. 

•>^ Edward the Firfl, that gallant blade, 
Lies underneath this ftone, 
And this is the chair which he did bring 
A good- while ago from Scone *. 

: In this fame chair, till now of late. 
Our Kings and Queens were crown'd. 
Under this chair another -ftone 
Doth lie upon the ground ; 

On that fameftone did Jacob 'fleep 

Inftead of a down pillow. 
And after that *twas hither brought 

By fome good honeft fellow f. 

• * Kate... He took more pains thaa I wolild ha* done "for ^a 
hundred fuch. — Rafe. Gad ! I warrant there has been many a 
maidenhead got i* that chair. — Tom. Gad ! and 1*11 come hi- 
ther and try one of thefe days, an't be but to get a Prince. ' 

*•}• Dol. A Paf lib, I warrant him. 
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•Richard the Second' lieth here, 

And his firft* Queen, Queen Anncj 
Edvvardche Third lies here hard by. 
Oh, there was a gallant man ! 

For this was his.two-han<led fword, 

A blade both true and trufty ,• 
The Fiench naenS- blood was ne'er- wip*d off. 
Which makes^it lookfo nifty. 

Here Ues he again with his Queen Philip, 

A Dutch woman by record; 
But that \ alUone, for now, alas. 

His blade's not fo iong as his fword. 

'King Edward' the ConfeflTor lies 

Within this monument fine. 
;I *m fure,' quoth one, a worfer tomb 

Muft lerve both me and mine ! 

^'Harry the Fifth lies ther&; and' there 

Doth lie Queen EUenor, 
To our firft Edward (he* was wife, 

Which was more than ye knew before. 

'Henry the Thind lies here en torn bM, 
He -was Herb John'* in pottage j 

vLittle he did, but ftill reign*d on. 
Although his fons were at age, 

•Fifty-fix years he reigned King, 
Ere he the crown would lay by, 

Only we praife him 'caufe he was 
Laft builder of tin: Abbey. 

* Si. John' %'vf oft, ^prkum, N, 



Here 
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^Here Thomas Cecil lies ; who 's that ? 

Why, *tis the Eaii of Exeter, 
And this his Counters is ; to die 

How it perplexed her * ! 
Here Henry Gary, Lord Hunfdon, refts: 

What a noife he nvakes with his nanat; ! 
Lord Chamberlain was he unto 

Queen EUzabcth, of great fame f. 

.And here 's one WilHam Colcheftsr 

Lies of a certainty,} 
An Ahhotwas he of WeAmiofter, 

And" he that faith no, doth lye. 

This is the Bilhop of Durham, 

By Death here laid in fetters; 
•Henry the Seventh lov'd him well. 

And fo he wrote his letters. 

Sir Thomas Bacchus, what of him ? 

Poor Gentleman, not a word, 
'Only they buried him here ; but now 
Behold that man with a fword, 

Humphry de^ohun, who, though he were 
Not born with me i' the fame town, 

•Y^t I. can tell he was Eail of Elfex, 
Of Hertford, and Northampton. 

* Dol. Ay, ay, I -vyarrant her; rich folks areas un\viiring 
no die as poor folks. 

f Cicely. That 's (he for whom our bells ruij fo often, is 
it not, Mary ?— Moll. Ay> ay, the very fame. 

^Hc 
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He was High Conftable of England, 

As hiftory well expreires : 
But now, pretty Maids, be of good chcar. 

We *re going up to the prefles. 

And now the preflTes open (Vand, 

And ye fee them all-a-row, 
But never no more is faid of thcfc 

Than what is faid below. 

Now down flairs come wc again. 

The man goes firfi: with a ftaff", 
Some two or three tumble down the flairs. 

And tlien the people laugh. 

This is the great Sir Francis Verc, 

That fo the Spaniards curry'd, 
Four Colonels fupport his tomb. 

And here his body 's buried. 

That (latue againil the wall with one eye ♦ 
Is Major-General Norris, 
• He beat the Spaniards cruelly, 
As is affirm 'd in llories. 

His fix fons there hard>by him flarid. 

Each one was a Commander, 
To (hew lie could a Lady ferve. 

As well as the Hollander. 

And there doth Sir John Hollis refl. 

Who was the Major-General 
To Sir John Norris, that brave blade; 
And fo they go to dinner all. 
'^Dick. I vvarrarit ye he hadtwO;if he could have kept them# 

For 
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Tor 410W the (hew is at an end. 

All things are done and faid ; 
The citizen pays for his wife. 

The 'prentice for the maid. 

FROM J. S. TO C. S*. 
HORACE, BOOK I. EPIST. X. 



J 



TTEALTH to my friend who loves the town fo well, 

^ "■" Heahh from his friend who loves the country cell : 

In all but this we twin like brother doves ; 

What one diflikes, the other difapproves. 

And Covent Garden cooing but divides our Loves. 

Thou keep'd the billing neft, I range the fields, 

And tafte what uncorrupted Nature yields | 

Riot in flowers, and wanton in the woods, 

Balk on the moiTy banks, and ikim along the floods. 

In (hort, I live and reign, anil joy to be 

From all thy much-miftaken bleffings free; 

And, as the Have the Flamen's furfeits fled 

Naufeate the honey-cakes, and fead on bread* 

If happinefs of life be worth our care. 

And he who builds fhould nicely choofe his air^ 

Tell me the place which with the country vies^ 

In eafy bieflings, and in native joys j 

♦ Firft printed by Motteux, in << The Gentleman's Jour^ 
•* nal, 1693," who lays, ** it was written to a pcrftn yt *ii.«- 
« lity," perhaps Sir Charles Sedley. 1^. 

Vql. iV. I* Wiicre 
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Where chearful hearths deceive the cold fo w«ll, 

Or gentle gales the raging beams rcpell. 

When both the Lion and the Dog confpirc, 

Witli furious rays to fet the d»y on fire. 

Or where, ah, where ! But here can llcep maintain 

(That Have in courts) her fofc imperial reign ? 

Is Parian marble, prefs'd beneath thy feet, 

More beautiful than flowers, or half fo fweet? 

Ot water, roaring through the burfting lead. 

So pure as gliding in its cafy bed ? 

Who builds in cities yet the fields approves. 

And hedges-in with pillars aukward groves? 

Strives for the country view that fai theft runs. 

And twcers aloof at beauties which he (huns ? 

In driving Nature out, our force is vain, 

Still the recoiling Goddefs comts again ; 

And creeps in filent triumph to deride 

The weak attempts of luxury and pride. 

An ignorant and uncomparing Fop 

Is cheated lefs in any Mercer'b Ihop j 

Than he who cannot with a wary eye 

DilHnguifh Happincfs from Vanity : 

Who profperous Chance too eagerly embrace. 

Feel double pangs in her averted face. 

You once muft leave whatever you admire: 

Ah, wifely now and willingly retire ; 

Forfake the gaudy tinfel of the great. 

The peaceful cottage beckons a retreat ; 

Where true Content fo true a greatncfs brings, 

As flights their favourites, and as pities kings. 

The 
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The Stag and Horfe in common pafture fed, 
Till jars enfued, and heels oppos'd to head ; 
But horns are lucky things, and palfry fled, 
l^'oaming for fpite (and pafl^on is a wit,) 
He fought to man, and kindly took the bit ; 
But, when he fully had rcveng'd his caufe, 
The fpurs fliil gall'd his fide, the curb his jaws* 
Juft fo the man who has his freedom fold 
^The nobler riches) to infulting gold ; 
His back beneath a jaunting rider lays, 
Hackney'd and fpurr'd tlvrough all his flavifii days ; 
Whofe fortune is not fitted to his will. 
Too great or little, he 's uneafy ftill. 
Our (hoes and fortune furcly are allied, 
We limp in ftrait, and ftumble in the wide. 
Then wifely take what Chance and Fate afford, 
Nor wifli for more — I know thou wilt not hoard ! 
And, when I labour for the fordid gains, 
■Or heap the trafli, upbraid me for my pains : 
It fervcs, or rules, where-evcr gold you find } 
But flill the varlet is a ilare by kind. 
Kcceive thefe from thy friend — 
Who laughs in Kent, from care and bufincfs free, 
And wanting nothing in the world but thee. 

EPIGRAM ON WALLER. 

T TArious his fubje61:s, yet they jointly warm, 

^ All fpirit, life, and every line a charm : 
Correal throughout, fo exquificely pen'd. 
What he had finilh'd, nothing elfe could mend. 

N i M^, 
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]M R. HARRISON* TO MRS. M. M. 

WITH A BOUGH OF AN ORANGE TREE. 

TG'^ROM a warm dime and generous foil 
"*■ This plant removM deludes our toil, 
Bifdains what baffled art has done, 
And drooping mourns the diftant fun. 
Yet, Mira, near thy bofom plac'd, 
It fhall new life, new pleafure ta(le ,* 
. Sweets, more than nature gave, difpenfc, 
Nor lend thee charms, but borrow thence. 
See the young fruit thy power confels, 
And love their own Bermudas lefs j 

Though 

^ William Harrifon cfq; a young gentleman high in cf- 
jr«em, and (as Swift exprcffes it) *< a little pretty fellow, with 
*' a great deal of wit, good fenfe, and good nature,*' and 
fellow of New College, Oxford, had no other income than 
forty pounds a year as tutor to one of the duke of Quecniberry*-8 
Ions. In this employment he fortunately attra£lcd the favour 
of Dr. Swift, whofe generous folicitations with Mr. St. John 
obtained for him the reputable employment of fecrctary t9 
lord Raby, afterwards earl of 5traftord, and then ambalfador 
at The Hague. A letter of his whilft at Utrecht, dated Dec, 
i6, 1712, is printed in the Dean's Work-* ; to which Dr. 
Birch has annexed fome curious particulars of Mr. Harrifon, 
-who did not long enjoy his rifing fortune. He was difpatchtd 
to London with the Barrier-treaty ; and died Feb. 14, 1712-13. 
jSce the Journal to Stella, of that and the following day; 
wiiere Dr. Swift lamcau his lofs with the moQ: unafi'eaed 

iincerit/^ 
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Though all that we think bright and fair, 
Thoogh Paradiftf itfelf he there. 

Ripen*d by thy aufpicious eyes. 
And eager to beftow the prizcj 
For which thy matchlcfs beauties call, 
Each kindles to a golden ball 5 
Love's fmiling Queen, whofc tender aid 
Protcfts the Myrtle's fragrant ihadc, 
Fore-knowing wlrat thy charms would be. 
Left to thy choice this fairer tree. 

IN PRAISE OF LAUDANUM. 
BY MR. HARRISON. 

T Feel, O Laudanum, thy power divine, 
■*• And fall with pleafurc at thy (lumbering fhrine: 
I-uird by thy charms, 1 'fcape each anxious thought. 
And every thing but Mira is forgot. 

finccrity* Mr. Tickell has mentioned him with refpcft, in 
his "Profpea of Peace/' Englilh Poets, vol. XXVI. p. 1x3; 
and Dr. Young, in the beautiful cloic of an ** Epiftle to Lord 
Lanfdowne" (vol. LI I. p. 185.) moft pathetically bewails his 
lofs. Dr. Birch, who has given a curious note on Mr. Kar- 
ri fon's Letter to Swift, has confounded him with Thomas 
Harrifon, M. A. of Qneen's College. The poems here print- 
ed, with " Woodftock Park'' in Dodfley's CoUeaion, 
are all the poetical writings that are known of this excellent 
young man ; who figured both as an humouriH and a politi- 
cian in the fifth volume of the Tatler, of which (under the 
patronage of Bolingbroke, Henley, and Swift) he was profef- 
fedly the editor. See the " Supplement to Swift." — There 
was another TVilliam Harrifon, author of " The Pilgrim, or 
** the happy Convert, a palloral traccdy, l^o^.'* '^. 

N 3 '^^ 
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TO A VERY YOUNG LADT, 
BY MR. HARRISON. 

"E^LORELLA, when thofe eyes I fte, 
•*■ So innocently kind and free, 
Ever fix'd, and tix'd on me : 

Say, why fhould I my time mif-fpcnd. 
With idle fears fo long attend, 
And lofe the lover in the friend ? 

A year, or two, I could forbear ; 
But that fome happier youth, I fear, 
May gain thy heart, and triumph there. 

Then, deareft girl, with me retire ; 
What Age fhould give, Love (hall infpire. 
And thou (halt ripen by my fire. 

ON THE DEATH OF A LADY'S CAT. 
BY THE SAME. 

A N D is Mifs Tabby from the world retired ? 
■^ ^ And are her lives, all her nine lives expir'd ? 
What founds fo moving, as her own, can tell 
How Tabby died, how full of play (he fell ! 
Begin, ye tuneful Nine, a mournful ftrife j 
For every Mufe fhould celebrate a life. 



THK 
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THE PASSION OF SAPPHO. 
BY MR. HARRISON.- 

TT AIL, facred Mufe, and rocal (hell, 
•*• •*' That wont the joys of Love to tell ; 
Now turn your fongs to mournful drains. 
My joys are fled, my Love remains. 
Wanton Cupid, idle toyer, 
Plcaling tyrant, foft dcrtroyer. 
Do not thus my heart control j ' 
Phaon flics me far away, 
Rcafon does renounce thy fway. 
Yet contented I obey, 

Ever raging, 

Part alfuaj^ing, 
Love polTeflcs all my foul. 

Beneath this fad and filcn: gloom, 

I wafte my beauty, youth, and bloom ; 

But not the flia^les that hanifli day 

Drive Phaon's brighter form away; 

A youth fo fhap'd, with fuch a mien, 

A front like that of Jove ferene. 

With fparkling eyes, and flowing hair. 

And wit that ever charms the fair, • 

The fpitcful Gods contriv'd for ruin. 

And deck'd him thus for my undoing : 

O the foft tranfporting pleafure. 

When we yield our virgin treafure ; 

When we meet the joyotrs lover. 

And an equal flame difcover* 

N 4 '^^>5^^'^ 
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Nothing now to Love <3enying, 
Blufhing, panting, melting, dying, 

the foft tranfporting blifs ! 
What is life — or fame to this ! 

1 rave, I rave, unhappy maid ; 
That name my folly does upbraid i 

To ihame, remorfe, and death betray'd* 
"What Power, what God, can fend relief? 
Sicilian virgins, fhun the arts 
Whence my misfortunes rife : 
With cafe my Phaon conquers hearts. 
With cafe neglefts the prize. 
I dream, or ia fome rival's arms. 
Forgetful of my rifled charms, 
1 behold the perjur'd boy : 

Anguifh wafte, 

Lightning blaft. 

Heaven forfake her. 

Hell overtake her. 

Ere Ihe tafles the rifing joy f 

No ; let her triumph, let her prize 
The faithlcfs wretch, whom I defpife ; 
By his ingratitude ftt free, 
1 '11 reap the fweet of liberty. 
Mighty hero, could you leave me > 
Did my charmer hope to grieve me ? 
Thus be all thy wiilies blafted. 
For no longer I adore thee ; 
Had thy love one moment lafled, 
Happy I had changM before thee« 

I Wander, 
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Wander, Phaon ; fo will I, 
Roving, ranging, 
Ever changing. 
Gay and airy, 
Foriii'd to vary ; 
I, to pain you. 
Will difdain you, 
And to nobler conqucft fly. 
Refcntment, pride, and glowing fliame. 
Once guardians of my fpotlcfs fame, 
By conquering Love though banifti'd hence, 
Agun vouchfafe me your defence, 
Aflert an Empire late your own, 
And (hake the tyrant on his throne : 
Support me, aid me, for I feel 
My faiiiting rcfolution reel. 
Doubt, thou certain (late of forrow. 
We lofc to-day, to wait to-morrow j 
He may return, my Phaon may ; 
I cheat myfclf, why does he ftay ? 

Shall Sappho, like a helplcfs maid. 
Pine to death, of death afraid ? 
I *ve tried all female arts in vain, 
DifTembled fcorn and falfe difdain ; 
For, oh ! with real grief opprcft, 
I burn, and tempcfts (hake my bread, 
O what torments wound my heart ! 
Gentle Death, in pity take mc. 
And perform thy grateful duty : 
Since my Phaon docs forfake me. 
To thy arms I yield my beauty, 
Kinder then than Cupid's dart. ^^^^^^ 
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PROLOGUE. BY MR. JOSEPH HAINES* 

TTTHcn the hot fun with fcorching beams does ihine^ 
^ ^ With ice we calm the raging heat of wine. 
Our Author in like circumftance is caft j 
He cools his fancy, to oblige your tafte 5 
He under- writes to pleafe, and frames his wit 
Exa6liy to the level of the Pit. 

Know- 

* The time when this merry Comedian (ufually called 
Count HaittesJ was born, is uncertain : but he received the ru- 
diments of learning at the fchool of St. Martin's in the Fields, 
London, where he made fuch progrefs that he was the admi- 
ration of all that knew him. His ready wit and facetious 
humour prevailed upon fevcral gentlemen to fend him to 
Queen's College, Oxford, where his learning, and infinite 
fund of humour, gained him the eftccm and regard of Sir Jo- 
fcph Williamfon, who, when he was made fecretary of ftate, 
took Joe for his Latin fecretary. But Haines had too little 
taciturnity for an employment of that kind ; for Sir Jofcph 
too often heard the fuftance of his cpiftles to foreiga courts, 
before they could come to the hands of thofe perfons who 
were to receive them. Upon this account, Joe was removed 
from his employment. However, Sir Jofeph recommended him 
to one of the heads of the Univerfity of Cambridge, where 
he was willingly received; but a company of players coming 
to Stourbridge fair, near that place, Joe fell fo much in love 
with their employment and way of living, that he threw a- 
way his cap and band, and made one of their company. He 
was foon called to the King's company in Drury-lane, where 

his 
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Knowing what (luff will pafs, 'tis his intention. 
Never to foar above your apprehenfion. 
Therefore he writes to you, the moderate wits. 
True country Tquires, conceited fops and cits, 
Pimps, pandars, parafitcs, prigs, beaux, and bullies. 
And whores, with all their equipage of cullies z 
I think I fee one there, jud fo attended ; 
Since the vacation. Lord ! how things are mended 1 

his inimitable performance and vivacity brought him into the 
familiarity of the wits of the age, and perfons of the firft 
xank, infomuch, that a noble duke, going ambaflador to 
France, thought it no difgrace to take Haines as a companion. 
Joe (bciides the dead languages) fpoke Italian and French to 
ais much perfection as if he had been born both at Rome and 
Paris ; and therefore it is no wonder to he was carefTcd by 
many of the French nobility. Here he took the title of 
Count, and by his art tricked many of the rich citizens of 
Paris out of large fums of money. After his French expedi- 
tion^ he returned to the Aage again, and had the art to form 
the countenances of his audience by his own ; for the mufcles 
of his face were like gaping, generally catching. His Pro« 
]«|^C8 and Epilogues do not feem extraordinary in the reading, 
but his manner, ef fpeaking made them inimitable. The 
Epilogue in particular, that he fpoke riding on an afs, created 
iuch a laughter and reiterated applaufes, that it was near 
half an hour in the fpeaking. This excellent Comedian was 
author of one play, " A Fatal Miftake, or The Plot fpoiled | 
as it was lately a£^ed, 1692." He died of a fever (after a 
ihort illnefs) April 4, 1701, at his lodgings in Hart-ftreet 
Long Acre, and was buried in Covent Garden church«yard« 
See « Britilh Theatre, 1752,*' p. 119. N. 
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I told her fortune then, which I remember 

Was, (he (hould get new rigging in December : 

Now I Jo. Haines proteft upon my honour, " j 

She 's there, with all my prophecy upon her. 

In me a (Irange prophetic fpirit reigns. 

Which 1 impute to an exccfs of brains. 

That does my bufinefs upon each occafion. 

For none, I hope, will think 'tis infpirationk 

A Poet came to me the other day. 

To learn the defliny of his new play j 

Urg'd by good-nature, I in pity Ihow'd hinfl' 

How to prevent a (hame the devil ow'd him : 

But he would on to meet the Critic's fliot ; 

So volunteering Poet went to pot. 

Our Author brings you here his Virgin Mufe; 

A Virgin you (hould gently, gently ufe : 

And if (he *s aukward now, at the beginning, 

Coniider this is her firft time of finning : 

Like your kept mifles, more cxperienc'd grown, 

She hopes to give content to all the town. 

Ladies, I *m fure, you will be pleas'd ro day. 

For he has two confVant women in his Play r 

And, if he's not deceiv'd, a pretty tale, 

But yet he has this refuge, if that fail : 

When Poets plots in Plays are damn*d for fp'ghr, 

They Critics turn, and damn the reft that write : 

So the State-plotter, on the like pretence, 

Miffing his aim, becomes an evidence. 
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" EPILOGUE. BY MR. HAINES. 

' SPOKEN BY MR. BOWMAN, MIMICKING A BEAV. 

T Oacied with muff, and nofe adorn *d with fnufii, 
^"^ Edips'd in wi^r 'ike owl in ivy-buflij 
With dangling flioulder-knot o'er arm a-kimbo, 
In fine embro.idered coat juft out of limbo; 
With all the rJictorick oi iloux yeux I come, 
To mitigate our trembling Author's doom ; 
Who bid me beg your fmiles (the Poet's alms) 
In words as moving as.t4ic Singing-pfalms. 
Not doubting my luccefs, becaufc he knows. 
The fair fcx mud be obliging to the beaux ; 
For while thofe gallants, who had brains to fpare. 
For honour ran campaigning every year, 
Love I Love ! the nobler province of the two, 
Kept peaceful beau at home to die for you r 
Not that he fcar'd the war?, but fome chance-blow 
Might beat out his fine teeth ,* and then you know 
T*hough he the man -were fav'd, that kills the beau, 
Whofe courage might, no doubt, fucccfbful prove. 
In bed of honour, as in bed of Love. 
But whether think you has the greater charms, 
Don Mars the bully's, or Don Cupid's arms ? 
Who in tiiis glorious field makes his campaign. 
So fam'd for kiilirg eyes, and Lovers (lain. 
Like Caifar, here the beaux may con<[Ucll boafl; 
They come, they ogle, and the heart is loft. 
No wonder then they 're In fuch veneration j 
But I remember monkeys once in fafhion. 
Till ^hefc new lavourites obuin'd iheir i^aiion. 
* ' IJrUt 
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But monkey, fquirrel, and lov*d parakecio, 
-(The prettier creatures much, methinks, to fee to) 
Lap-dog, nay darling black, muft all vail now. 
To the prevailing charms of rival beau. 
But tell me, pray, how would this peacock (how. 
If he were treated like old ^fop*s crow ? 
If thofe who clubb'd to his beaufliip flockM together. 
And every bird laid hold of his own featl^r, 
Unrigg'd of clpaths, of wig, and unpaid linen, 
Sword, feather, muff, and no charms left to fm in j 
What a figure he*d make, you eafily may gucfs, 
Stripp'd of his borrow'd plumes in that undrefs; 
TThc naked truth, I fear, would oft difcover 
The giant beau to be a pigmy lover. 
• Sure nought but the grcen-ficknefs of the mind 
Can relilh this fad trafli of human-kind. 

Howe'er 

Since beauteous plenty here begins to drefs, 
With her bright ornaments, the face of peacci 
'Tis fit that our dramatic wars fhould ceafe: 
Therefore to you, fweet beaus, in meer compalliaii, 
Thefe terms we offer of capitulation. 

f irft then 

When you fliall leave off to adore new faces. 

And paying only broken heads for places, 

As now your foibles, then well fhcw (hew your graces. 

^nd next— — 

Let not our womens tyring-rooms be haunted, 

Boafl not of favours which they never granted. 

Tick not with orange- wench, or fide- box miires— 

Alas ! they live by lofC^ and feed on kiifcs ! 



Grant 
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Grant this, and if they make not juft requitals, 
You 've our confents gratis to flop their vitals. 
^Dcmme)— — Exit like a beau, 

PROLOGUE AT OXFORD. 

SPOKEN BV MR. BETTERTON, 1703. 
FROM OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE MISCELLANY, 

'/^ N C E more our London Mufes, pleas'd, repair 
^^ To this blefs'd feat, and breathe their native air; 
Here feek protcftion from their kindred gown. 
Glad to retire from that degenerate town, 
Where fpurious critics in falfe judgement fit, 

'-Debauched with farce, and negligent of wit. 
Our indignation equally they raife, 

•Whether tliey frown or fmile upon our Plays, 
And damn us with the fcandal of their praife, 
Now to our wiih we have an audience found, 
"Which vail be pleased with fenfe as well as found : 
You only can reform th' unthinking age, 
Redeem our credit lofl, and dignify the Stage. 
Wit is your growth, and now ('tis all we crave) 
Retrieve that honour which before you gave : 

; Poetry yet will thrive, if rais'd by you. 
As plants their fading vigour will renew 
From that kind foil in which at firft they grew. 
Your learned cenfures will inftruft the town, 
And teach them when to fmile, and when to frown, 
And by your judgement to improve their own. 
You, as Wit's higher powers, our doom reveal. 
From whofe decifi^e court there V no appeal. 
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Then rife, Athenians ! in the juft defence 
Of Poetry oppreft, and long-neglc£led Senfcj 
The reputation of our art advance, 
Supprefs th* exorbitance of Song and Dance, 
And in one powerful party conqwer France. 
Nor have we vicious cnccrtaintment brought: 
You fafely may approve, and fmile without a fault. 

With fhame we muft confefs, our city guefts 
Have been rcgal'd with fuch unwhoJefome fcafts ; 
Wiih rreedinefs the fulfom bait they feize, 
And, drefl in Vice, ev'n Senfe itfelf will pleafc. 

But now w' have nought t' offend the chafteft car. 
You from imputed crimes our Stage fhall clear 
For none will blulh to own what you vouch fafe 
hear. 



} 
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VERSES TO A LADY^ 

ON DRAWING ME FOR HER VALENTNE. 
JTROM THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE MISCELLANY, 

MAdam, permit me here to own 
A favour you yourfclf have (howns 
For he, who dar'd but to admire 
Before, now hopes he may afpirc ; 
By this erobolden'd to improve 
His admiration into Love. 
Bled be the man, whofe happy thought 
From the gay birds this cuilom brought! 
By which with lucky chance we gain 
What long had made our wifncs vain ; . 
Only 'twixt us this ditFerence lies 
And thofe muficians of the ikics^ 

They 
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They for thcmfelTcs their Lovers choofc. 

But Fortune and tlie Gods for us. 

But above all, a blefling's due 

To that kind chance which gave mc your 

You, who with fuch an air and mien, 

And face not fafely to be feen, 

With fo much beauty, wit, and truth, 

3Migbt well defcrve a nebler youth $ 

A youth, if fuch a one there is, 

Who anfwers all good qualities : 

But, fmce none can be equal to 

So fine, fo bright a nymph as you ; 

And 'twas before decreed above, 

That you muft blefs whom e'er you lovcj 

Be pleasM t* accept of him, on whom 

Fortune has fuch a favour thrown ; 

Who vows he '11 do his heft to pleafe. 

And to defcrve the happinefs; 

Or by his conftancy nvhU prove 

Such charms can always challenge love. 

So fweet confinement who would leave 

For all the freedom worlds can give? 

So fetter'd in your arms to be, 

Ye Gods, 'twere glorious ilavcry, 

From which I never would be free ! 

EPIGRAM. 
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TTTH E N men of infamy to grandeur foar, 
^ ^ They light a torch to fiiew their (hame the more 

Vol. IV. O ON 
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ON THE DEATH OF A LADY^ 

TROM THE OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE MISCELLANY^ 

-O Peak, Grief J for long the mournful drains have hung 

*^ Upon my drooping foul, and fix'd my tongue; 

Pay the jufl: tribute of a funeral vcrfe, 

And let her virtue's praife attend her hearfe : 

The talk U great, for who can e'er defcry 

Each Ihining ftar which forms the galaxy ? 

"Who can dcfcribe the graces of her mind, 

Where all that's great, and good, and beauteous Jiia!^^ 

Who can each fmglc virtue juftly (hew? 

Or marfhal all the .glorious train in view ? 

1^0^ the attempt would a rafh zeal appear. 

And but blafpheme the mighty charafter : 

How well ihe a6tcd all the parts of life, 

Th' obedient child, and moft indulgent wife ; 

The tendereft mother, and the beft of friends. 

Faithful, iincere, and generous without ends I 

To fuch whom nature had to her ally'd, 

§he by a ftri6ter bond of love was tied : 

But the intenfive goodnefs of her mind 

Was to no lefs than the whole world confin'd. 

Iso fneaking pafl'ions harbour'd in her breaft. 

Which might difturb her own or other's reft: 

But all that knew her would in juftice own. 

That (he help'd many, but (he injur'J none. 

Such vinues might have been more ufeful here, 

3Iad Fortune plac'd her in a higher fphere ; 

And might havclhone as^ood, and ihone as de?r» 

But 
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"But moft in her lov'd privacy (he fpent 
^Her hours whkh to her Maker's praife (he lent } 
'Her Maker now her praifes will repay 
With everlafhng biifs, and endkfs day. 
Sept.<'6y 17 03* 

PARAPHHASE ON PSALM CXXXVIt. 
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*?r TPON the banks which fam'd Euphrates laves 
^^ Penfive we fate, and fwell'd with tears the waves 5 
When the remembrance of our native feat 
And Sion's lov'd idea did create 
Frelh melancholy, and improved our fate. 
On the green branches of the trees which flood, 

-Ranged on the margin of the rolling flood. 
To whiflling winds our tunelefs harps we hung^ 

^Our fouls were difcord, and our lyres unflrung : 
Them with keen feoffs th'infulting vi£tors cried, 

.4* Why is your Jewifh mufic laid afide ? 
Come fing fbmc Hebrew fong, and let us hear 
How Sion's harmony will pleafe the ear." 
How fhall we fing, at your abfurd command, 
Jehovah's fong in this unhallow'd land ? 
Our notes (KaU ne*er in unblefs'd vales rebound. 
Nor barbarous air prophane the facred found. 
Jerufalem, thou folace.of our woe, 
If 1 thy dear remembrance e'er forego.; 
If thou e'er ceafc to be my darling theme, 
My thought when waking, and in fleep my dream ; 
Then may my fkilful hand forget the lyre, 
Forget to tune the firings, and (Irikc the i«undlng wire! 
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May ev'n my tongue, when I this fubjeft leave. 

Struck fpeechlcfs, to my clammy palate cleave ! 

By plaintive fongs no more afford relief. 

But lofe the vvretcheil peivilege of grief ! 

Remember, Lord, how Jbdom's hoftile race 

Urg'd-on the foes, our glory to deface; 

How in Jerufalem's laft day they cried, 

** Raze her foundations, crufh her towering pride | 

Lay wafte her buildings with devouring fires, 

-And level with the ground her glittering fpires !** 

And thou, who haft our Ihining pomp comfum'd, 

Curs'd Babylon, to fure dcftru£tion doom'd ; 

Bleft fhall he be, who (hall efpoufe our caufe. 

And take due vengeance on our cruel foes. 

Bleft fhall he be that fplits thy children's bones, 

And^rikes their fprawling limbs againfl the ftones; 

Who all ihy ftreets with ilaughter covers o'er, 

And (iaubs the rugged flints with clotted brains ami gore 
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•THE CHOICE. 

N READING A L J H E "* IN POMFRET* 

WQUf.D be what I am, nor fondly crave 
Beyond what wifcr Heaven in kiudnefs gave; 

Or, it in .any tiling to change inclin'd, 

It ii> nor in my fortunes, but my mind. 

Content I allc not, 'tis already given, 

Content ! the dearell gift of bounteous Heaven I 

From envy, hatred, and ambition free. 

Thus far advanc'd in true felicity. 

* « Some kind companion, for I'd have no wife." N. 
■ - CouW 
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^ould I my other palTlons rule as well, 
^y conquefts, Caifar ! thine would far excel, 
^^uld I the fudden rage of anger tame, 

•And boiling blood within its banks rcclairn: 

Yet ftill to one 1 would indulgent prove ; 

■A panion is it, or a virtue ? — Love : 

That fait of nature, and that foul of hfe, 

^^n'tcr'd in that dear charming name, a wife : 

CWafte, prudent, pious, generous, conftant, kind, 

Charming and bright her eyes, but more Iter min<l« 

Let her be fuch, 1 afk no gi cater blifs, 

And (thanks indulgent Heaven I) fuch (he is. 

^'Ot that (he has no moles, though fuch thev arc, • 

As though they own her mortal, leave her fair. 

She can't dilTcmble, flatter, frown, nor chide; 

And fome Ihe has, but 'tis a decent piide : 
Beauty the has, or has at leaft to me. 
And wit, with but a little vanity. 
Learning and fenfe, which fuily blockheads fear, 
Becaufe they want them, (thank my ftaib!) are here. 
I* ih' world's great book (he has fomc pages read. 
And (by our ifle's good leave) (he is wcH-brcd; 
Nor want thofe blellings which our lives prolong 
To the next age, and makes us ever young; • 
Sweet children, neatly, though not finely, drcfsM, 
With mother- wit and Englilh faces blcfs'd. 
Who rather lewd nefs than this life would chufe. 

And thofe falfe joys the vicious world auiufe ; 

Let them have that, and rottennefs for me, 

Who am content with health and chaflity. 

O 3 Had 
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Had Orpheus h^ppy been ip. fuch a bride^ 
Whofe lofs he rooujrn'd by Thracian Hebru»' fide p- 
So foft had been his lyre, fo fweet his fong, 
The men, as well as trees, had danc'd along : 
Soon had he made thofe favages relent, 
And liAening Hebrus flow as iinooth as Trent. 

iESOP AT COURT. 

• OR, SELECT FABLES.* 1702. 

BY DR. YALDEN*, 

** Vcndidlt hie auro patrlam 

" fixit leges pretio atque rcfixit.*' Viro. Mm 

JB S O P TO THE KING. 

Vl£lorious Prince ! formed for fuprcme command,. 
Worthy the empire of the fcas and land ! 
Whilft impious Fa£lion fwells with native pride. 
Parties diftraft the State, and Church divide ! 
And fenfelcfs libels, with audacious ftyle, 
Infult thy Senate, and thy power revile ! 

Vouch- 

♦ This little colle£^ion of Fables is one of the articles - 
-which «re enumerated as wanting in vol. III. p. 167, and- 
which have been fincc accidsntally recovered. I have already 
obfcrved that Dr. Johnfon's " Life of Yaldcn" renders it 
unncccflary for me to enter on that fubjeft. It may not,, 
however, be improper to tranfcribc a few lines from Wood, 
Alh. 11. 1022, which diffcr.from Jacob, on whofe authority 
the new Life items in fome meafure to have been, founded. 

The 
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Vouclifafe to hear th* admired truths of old, 
Which Birds and Beads in fportive Talcs unfold | , 
To curb the infolent, advance the good, 
And quell the ragings of the multitude. 
O fam'd for arms, and matchlefs in renown I 
Permit old -^fop to approach thy throne : 
To you the labours of his Mufe l)clong ; 
Accept the humble, but inftru£livc Song. 

F:ABLE THE FIRST. 

THE RIVER. AND THE F U N T A 1 N 9^ 

A RIVER, infolent with pride. 
The Fountain and its Springs defied; 
That Fountain, from whofe watery bed 
Th* ungrateful Flood was daily fed. 

The variations are of no material confequence, but, as Wood 
is more particular than Jacob, may perhaps be conficlcred as 
a curiofity : " Thomas TcuWwg, a younger fon of Job. 
•* Yould. fometimes a page of the prefence and groom of 
** the chamber to Prince Charles, afterwards a fuffercr foi 
•* his caufe, and an excifcman in Oxm after the Reftoration 
*< of King Charles II. was born in the parilh of St. John 
*' Baptill in Oxon, on the £cco«d day of January, 1669, (ia 
** which pariiu 1 myfelf received alfo my firA breath) tdu- 
<* catcd in Magd. Coll. fchool while he was a chonlk-r of 
** that houfe, was elefted dtrmy, an. 16 ... and in the year 
** 16 . . . probationer-fi-llow." He tooV the degree of M. A. 
May 12, 16945 B. D. April 30, 1706 ; and P. D. July i> 
xyoS. N, 

O 4 Ani 
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And thus the Rabble Waves began : 
w We 're the delight of Gods and Man ! 
How charming do our banks appear ! 
How fwift the ftream, the flood how clear V 

*< See how, by Nature's bounty ilrong». 
We whirl our legion waves along : 
In foft maeanders winding play, 
And glitter in the face of day. 

" But thou, poor Fountain, filly foul ! 
Thy head abfconding in a hole, 
Run'ft meddling on from place to place,. 
Alham'd to ihew thy dirty face ; 
In rocks and gloomy caverns found, 
Thou creep*ft inglorious under ground r 
D' you hear ? henceforth your Lords obey I 
We the grand Waves aflume the fway.*' 

*« Well, angry Sirs, the Fountain cry'd,. 
And how *s your dreams to be fupply*d > 
Ye fenfclefs fools, that would command. 
Should I withdraw my bounteous hand,. 
Or backward turn my watery ftore. 
That hour you 'd ceafe, and be no more« 
Go aik that bluftering fop the Wind, 
That puts this whimly in your mind,. 
And makes your factious furges rife,. 
If he'll recruit you with fupplies. 

" And when to native mud you turn,. 
Such as a common-fewer would fcorn, 
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Too late you Ml curfe this frantic whim, 
When carriers* fteeds fliall pifs a nobler ftream. 

T H B MORAL. 

Unhappy Britain ! I deplore thy fate, 
"When juries pack'd, and bribed, infult thy flatcr . 
L.ikc waves tuniultuous, infolentlv wife. 
They tutor Kings, and Senators advife ; 
Whilft old Republicans direft the dream, 
Not France and Rome, but Monarchy 's their* aim r 
Fools rode by Knaves ! and paid as they deforve, 
Defpis'd whilfl: us'd ! then left to hang or ftarve. 

FABLE ir. 

THE lion's treaty OF PARTIT10», 

A MIGHTY Lion heretofore. 

Of monftrous paws and dreadful roar,. 

Was bent upon a chace : 
Inviting friends and near allies 
Frankly to fharc the fport and prize. 

During the hunting-fpace. 

The Lynx and Roval Panther came,- 
The Boar and Wolf of Wolfingham, 

The articles were thtfe : 
Share and fhare like, whate'er they got,. 
The dividend upon the fpot, 

And fo depart in peace. 

A Royal Hart, delicious meat I 
Dwdin'd by inaufpicious Fate,. 
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Was ftarted for the game : 
The Hunters run him one all ; 
The chace was long, and, at the fall, 
Each entered with his claim. 

One lov'd a haunch » and one a fide, 
This ate it powder'd, t* other dried. 

Each for- his fhare alone : 
Old Grey- beard then began to roar, 
The whiikers twirl'd, bully*d, and fwore,. 
• The Hart was all his own. 

" And thus T prove my title good ; 

My friend deceased fprung from our blood,. 

Half's mine as we *re ally'd : 
My valour claims the other part j 
In ihort, 1 love a hunted Hart : 

And who dares now divide ?'* 

The bilk'd Confederates they flare, 
And cry'd, ** Old Gentleman, deal fair,, 

For once be juft and true." 
Quoth he^ and, looking wondrous grumy 
♦* Behold my paws, the word is Mum ;- 

And fo, Mcfliaurs, adieu I" 

THE MORAL. 

Tyrants can only be rcftiain'd by mighty 
Power's their confciunee, and the fword their riglurr 
Allies they courr, to compafs private ends, 
But at the dividend diiclaiu> their friends. 
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Tet boaft not, France, of thy fucccfsful fraud, 
TdaintainM by blood, a torment whild enjoy'd : 
Imperial Csefar drives the florm along, 
Aind Naflau's arms avenge the public wrong. 

FABLE III. 

THE BLIND WOMAN AND HER DOCTORS, 

A WEALTHY matron, now grown old. 

Was weak in every part : 
Afflicted fore with rheums and cold. 

Yet pretty found at heart. 

But moft her eyes began to fail, 

Depriv'd of needful light : 
Nor could her fpc6tacles avail, 

To rectify their fight. 

Receipts Hit try'd, (he doftors fce'd; 

And fpar'd for no advice 
Gf men of Ikill, or quacks for need 

That pra£iife on fore eyes. 

Salves they daub'd on, ami plaiftcrs botb^- 

And this, and that was done : 
Then flannels, and a forehead-cloth. 

To bind and keep them on. 

Her houfe, though fmall, was furnifli'd ncat,i 

And every room did ihine 
With pidlures, tapeftry, and plate^ 

All rich, and wondrous fine* 

Whilil- 
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WliilO: they kept blind the (illy foul, 
Their ha-nds found work enough ! 

They pilfer'd plate, and goods they flolc, 
Till all was carry'd off. 

When they undam'd their patient's eyes. 
And now pray how *s your fight : 

Cries t'other, this was my advice, 
1 knew 't would fet you right. 

Like a fluck pig the woman ftar*d. 

And up and down Ihe run : 
With naked houfc and walls quite fcar*d. 

She found herfelf undone. 

** Doftors, quoth fhe, your cure *s my pain^ 

For what are eyes to me : 
Bring falves and forehead-cloths again> 

I *ve nothing left to fee." 

THE MORAL. 

See, injur'd Britain, thy unhappy cafe. 
Thou patient with diftcmper'd eyes : 

State-quacks l)ut nourifh the difeafe. 
And thrive by treacherous advice. 

If fond of the expenfive pain, 

When eighteen millions run on fcorc : 

Let them clap mufflers on again, 
And phyfick thee of eighteen more. 



FABLE 
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P A B L E IV. 

THE SATYR S' ADDRESS. 

Five Satyrs of the woodland fort, 

Thought politicians then : 
Their ears pricked up, their nofcs fhort, 

And bcows adorn'd Hke Aldermen ; 
With aflcs hoofs, great gogle eyes. 
And ample cliins of Be — m*s fizc^ 

To Jore tript up with an addrcfs. 

In favour of the plains : 
That it would pleafe him to fupprefs 
. All heats and colds, his winds and rains ; 
The fun that he 'd extinguifli too. 
And in the Oties hang fomcthing new. 

•** My wife reforming friends, quoth Jove, 

Our elements are good ! 
We manage for the be ft above, 

Though nQt fo rightly underftood ; 

But (ince fuch profound Squires arc fcnt, 

' We *11 treat you like the cream of Kent." 

Then Jove brought out aethcrial fire 

In a gilt chafing-dilh : 
The fparkling flanie they all admire, 

*Tvvas fine, they vow*d, as heart could wifli g 
They gap'.d, they grinn'd, they jump'd about I 
Jove, give us that^ the fun put out I 
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The charming flames they all embrace. 

Which, urgM by Nature's laws ; 
Their ihaggy hides 'fet- in a blaze, 

And foundly fing'd their paws; 
In corners then they fneak, with terror dumb. 
And o'er th' immortal pavements feud it home 

THE MORAL. 

How fenfelefs are our ttiodcrn Whiggilh n>oh. 

Beneath the dignity cf Britifli fools t 

With beef refolv*d, and fortify'd with ale. 

They ctnfure monarchs, and at fcnates rail ; 

So eagerly to public mifchief run. 

That they prevent the hands, which loo them on. 

O true machines ! and heads devoid ot brains! 
Affront that Senate which your rights maintains ! 
Thus ideots fport with power, and ^ames embrace^ * 
Till fmarting Folly glares them in the- face, 

FABLE V. 

TREFARMER AND HIS D O Qm 

There dwelt a Farmer in the Weft, 

As we 're in ftory told ; 
Whofe herds were large, and flocks the beft 

That ever lin'd a. fold. 

Arm'd with a ftaff, his ruflet coat, 

And Tovvfer by his hdc. 
Early and late he tun'd his throat 

And every wolf dcfy'd. 
3 
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?LovM Towfer was hi« heart's delight. 
In cringe and fawning ikill'dy 

Entrufted with the flocks by night. 
And guardian of the field. 

** Towfer, quoth he, I *m for a Fair j 

Be regent in my room : 
l*ray of my tender flocks take care. 

And keep all fafe at home. 

1 know thee watchful, juft, and bravCf 

Right worthy fuch a place : 
No wily Fox (hall thee deceive. 

Nor Wolf dare ihow his face.*" 

But ne'er did Wolves a fold in&fl, 

At regent Towfer's rate : 
He din'd and fupp'd upon the belt. 

And frequent breakfads ate. 

The Farmer oft receiv'd advice. 

And laugh'd at the report : 
•But, coming on him by furprize, 

Juft found him at the fport. 

^* Ingrateful beaft, quoth he, what means 
That bloody raouih and paws ? 

I know the bafe, the treacherous ftains^ 
Thy breach of truft and laws. 

The fruits of my part love I fee : 

Roger, the halter bring ; 
•E'en trufs him on that pippin tree, 

And let friend Towfer fwing. 



vi 



• ao8 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

I '11 fpere the famifh'd Wolf and Fox, 

That nc*er my bounty knew : 
But, as the guardian of my flocks, 

This neckcloth is your due." 

TUB MORAL. 

When minifters their prince abufc, 

And on the fuUjefts prey : 
With ancient monarchs 'twas in ufc. 

To fend them Towfer's way 

FABLE VL 

THE FOX AND BRAMBLS. 

fREN, an old poacher after game. 
Saw grapes look tempting fine : 
But, now grown impotent and lame. 
Could not command the vine ; 
i-lis lips he Hck'd, flood ogleing with his.e}'es, 
Sirain'd at a running jump, but mifs'd the prize: 

Quoth he, that honeft bu(h hard-Ly 

Might give a friend a lift : 
In troth, its curtcfy 1 *11 try. 
And venture for a (hift. 
Without more words he bounces to the top. 
But gorM and wounded is compell'd to drop. 

Down Reynard came, bartered and tore. 

He blow'd and lick'd his pp.wi, ; 
Then mutter'd to himf^lf and fworc, 

CurUng the fatal caufc ; [fcorfli 

Damn'd ral'eal flirub, cjuoth he, whom1icdgc-ilakc:» 
'Beneath a furs-bufli; or the fcoundrcl ihvrn ! 

Ccj>o 
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•* Good, words, friend Req, the bufli reply 'd, 

Here no iqcroacher 'fcapes : 
Thofe Foxes that on brambles ride 

Love thorns, as well as grapes i 
But better language would your mouth becon^c : 
If you'muft curfc, go curfc the fool at honict** 

THE MORAL. 

Who firft offend, then in difputcs cnr:n?e. 
Should check their pailiohs and indecent r^ge: 
But pecvifli age, of weak rcfentmcnts proud, * ";_ 
Like womhn 's {lubborn, impotent, ftnd Igud. 

Ill-manners never found a juft pretence, 
And rude cxprefiipns fliew a barren fcufc : / 

But, when high^birth defcends to mean abiife. 
The crime runs fouleft, and finds no excufe. 

FABLE VIL 

THE. FOX AND WEAZLK. 

TO THE LATE HONOURABLE THE CO MM IS 810 31.1 R*l 

OF THE PRIZE-OFFICE. 

A NEEDY Weazle heretofore. 
Very rapfdous,. lank, and poor ; 
That had no place, fmall conungs-ip» 
And liv'd in terror of the gin j ; 

Nor got a morfel to his hole. 
But what he either bcgg'd or flolc| 
One night a foraging for prey, 
He found a ftore-houfe in his waj * 
Each cranny then he nimbly pafl, 
With lantern jaws and flcnder waift j 
t £ Vol. IV/ P Aaa 
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And matk long time hit quartert good. 
On (laughcer'd mice »nd whcatcn foo4. 

But, growing corpulent and round ^^ 
Top ftnall the wideft chin-k was found : 
And now he Iquct^zM and thrufl in vain» 
For liberty and home again. 

A Fo;c that chanc'd to ftroU that way;. 
Tor meditation's fake, or prey, 
Stood grinning at him for a while. 
With rogucifh looks and fnecrjng fmilc ; 
And though he Ihrewdly gave a guefs. 
Yet aik'd him how and what 's the cafe | 
And why his Weazle-lbip would keejp 
In durance vile, and play boh^peep. 

Quoth he, *' Alack^ Sir, I was leaiSy 
Haggard and poor, whcQ ( cajne in : 
A fkeleton, mere fkin and bone 1 
Though now fo grofs and bulky growa^ 
That, with good chear and dainties hd. 
My rump is bigger than my liead. 
But if a helping paw you 'II lend. 
To force a board, and ietve a frknd f 
So fain I -would my baeea iave, 
1 '11 kifs your foot, and live your flavc."* 

Quoth Ren, « We Doftors hold it bcl!^ 
After a lon'g debauch, to fafl : 
Then as for difcipline, 'tis fit> 
You take a quantum fyffic'tt. 
Slacken with abftincnce your (kin, 
. , An«l you M return as you got in ; 



r^ 
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F^Fy till each colk^ you FefuFi4> 

You 're like to quaner in Lobs-poimcl*" 

THE MORAL. 

Caefar, no morer in foreign camps expofe 
"Your facrcd life, td Britain's generous foes i 
Thy dread tribunal noWjcrefk at home, 
^nd, arm'd with veoigeance, to her refcue come* 

In power her bafeft enemies remain, 
Opprefs thy fubjefls, and thy treafures drain i 
With fums immenfc they raifc their fortunes higfi, 
Xhough arnftes ftarve, and fleets ncglefted lie. 

Bane of the war ! cur(e of thy martial reign t 
^ou (hare th6 toil and dangers, they tlie gain : 
^'o jufticc'then the known offenders bring, 
jAvenge thy people^ and afTcrt the king. 

FABLE VIH. 

AK OWL AND THft $ V H* 

A SAUCY buffle-headed Owl 
One morning on^ the Sun fell foul, 

Becaufe it madc' him blind : " 
But by his fophiftry you 11 gucfs 
dim not of the AtlMnian rao£^ 

But a more modern kintk 
The morn was fragrant^ cool> and bright. 
The Sun illuflrious with his ligjit, 

Difpenfing warmth to all : 
Madge on a pinnacle was got, 
Sputtering and hooting like a fot 

And thus began the brawl. 

Pa M I^' ^^ 
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" D' ye hear, you prince of red-fac-d fools f 
Hot-headed pu^-jpy ! foe to owls 1 

Why this offcijfive blaze ? 
Behind fome clouil go fneak aficle, 
Your carbuncles and rubies hide, 

And quench that flaming face. 

<* When f \n a taking the frcfli air. 
Whip in my eyes you come full glare. 

And fo much r^idenefs ftiow ! 
I wonder when the modcft Moon 
\^ould ferve an Owl as you have done, 

Or tan and burn one fo !'* 

Bright Phoebus fmil'd at what was faid. 
And cry'd, *• Tis wc'l, Sir Logger.-hcad, . 

You *ve neither fcnfc nor (hame I 
Bccaufe a blinking fool can't bear 
An obje^l fo tranfcending fair. 

The Sun mufl take che blan>e* 

Shall I the univerfe benight. 

And rob the injur *d world of light, ' 

Becaufe you rail and fcoul { 
When birds of the mod abjeft fort 
Peride and grin you for their fport. 

And treat you like an Owl ?** 

T H E M O R A t. 

Who libel fcnates, and traduce the great, 
Meafure tlic public good by private hate : 
Intcreft *s their rule of Love; fierce to oppofe 
AH whom fuperior virtue makes tlicir foes. 

Tb;>^ 



JE S O P AT COURT. ux 

Thy meritSi^ Rochefter*, thus give offence f 
The guilty fa6lion liates difcerning fenfc : 
This Harleyt,, Seymour^, Howe ||, and Mackwortb find, 
Oreat eyc^fores to the loud rapacious kind ; . * 

3uty whild in holes AddrefTing Owls repine,, 
bright as the Sua their patriot names will (hint. ^ 

F A B L E IX. 

T»£ SEA ANiy THE BANIC». 

As o\ir at fca a ruffling gale h blew. 
And clouds oe'rcaft the gloomy (kict t 
The f urges they began to rife, , 

And terrify the failors, jocund crew. 

This to the wanton billows was but fporv 

They roar'd and gambol'd it along, 

This was tlie burden of their fong, 
They 'd have a florny, and (hew good reafon for 'c; 

Then a frefli maggot takes them in the head^ 

To ha^v-e one merry jaunt on fliore : 
« Tlicy *d not be fetter'd-up, they fvvopey 
But thus to the infulted* margin faid: • 

♦< Hey, Hugs ! d'ye hear, ye lazy hounds T 

Open to right and lefo I make way. 

And give free palTage to the Sea, 
Down with your ramparts and obftru6ling mounds.' 

♦ Laurence Hyde, carl of Rochcilcr, was then lord lieute- 
tAnt of Ireland. See an account of him in the ** Supplement 
«* to SwHt/' H. t Afterwards earl of Oxford. N;. 

J Charles Seymour> duke of Somerfet. N. 

jl John Howe^ efq. j of whom, ftc vol. I. p. 169. N. 
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'♦ See how tliijv ^ir ! awake, yc briKts f 
And let uu havt: one frifk at land ; 
» Or, zbud, we MI wafli you into fand. 
Without the tedious form of long difpatcs.** 

** Hold ! foft and fair! tlie Banks reply'dj we're bound^-" 

Jn honour, to make good our poll: : 

And will, for all your windy bqaft. 
As barriers to the Sea, maintain our ground* 

Go, lord it in your watery realms, the M^in J 

There rage and bluller as you pleafe^ 

Licentious in your native Seas, 
But not an inch as trefpaffers you '11 gain. 

So, my fierce mutineers, be jogging hoijie f 

For if you dare invade our coaft. 

You '11 run your heads againft a poft, 
i!^pd fliajcnefully retire in empty fc^m.'* 

' T H £ M O R A L . 

Though Difcord form? the elemems for war. 
Their well-pois'd ftrength prevents die fatal jar f 
Harmonious Nature fets die balance right, 
And each compels the other to unite. 

In empire thus true union is maintain'dy. 

Each power 's by a fubordinate reftrain'd : 

But, wlYen like raging waves they overflow 
Tlieir ftated bounds, and on the weaker grow; 
.Thrice happy realms ! where there are Patriots foundj^,. 

To check invader^, and maiAtaia dicir ground^ 

FABLJe^ 
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FABLE X. 

THE' NIGHTINGALE AN D q UC K O WA. 

1 TUNEFUL Nightingale, whofe warbling throat 

Was form *d. for loftjr fiing, 
Vith CYcry fwcct harmonious note 

'He charinr'd tlie liftening throng r 
'Be hooting Cuckow was difpleas'd alone, 
!ondcAitl*d his mantter, and extoli'd her ownv 

This fcreamtng fop^ quoth (he, tliat fcares 

All jJreatures wkh his din ; 
J^hen folks are liftening to my airs, 

Forfooth he 's putting in, 
[ere 's fuch- a cliattering kept, and odious noife, 
ly fon|;'s qiiitc fpoil'd with his confounded voice.^ , 

he injur'd fvngflcr modeAly rcply*d> 

" Since you perform fo-tve, 
"he conteft let fome judge decide. 

And try your (kill with riSinife ; 
anciui/h\U I'll your fuperior gcniu» own/*' 
he Cuckow (hook her head, and cry'd 'twas don«« 

folemn plodding Afs that graz'd the plain 

Was for an umpire chofc : 
he Nightingale advanced his flpaio,^ 

And clrtrrti'd with e?ery clefc. 
he Cuckow's note was one uovary'd tone, 
cceeding hoarfe,. yet plea»'d, (he roar'd it on. 
ppeal was made; <he judge this fentcnee gavt^ 

« You, Sirrah, NightifjgaU ! 
f mufick ydvx (6m€ fmattcrings hare; 

Anrf may id ft'rhe do iv-cll j' 

P 4, '^x 
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But for fubftantial fong, I needs muft fay, 
My friend, the Cuckow, bears the bell away.* 

THE MORAL. 

Mackworth *, who reads thy wcU-digcftcd line^ 
^'here eloquence with nervous reafon Hiines, 
Stes art and judgement flow through every page^ 
The Patribt's zeal free from indecent rage j 
So pure thy flylc, ihy manners fo refin'd, 
Your pt:n tranfmits the candour of your mind. 

Yet happier he ihat has the Anfwer wrote. 
In penury of fenfc, and dearth of thought : 
Whilft AlVes judge, and Fa6iion claims a vote, 
Abufive nonfcnfe is th* admired note ; 
Where want of art and manners merit praife. 
He robs the Cuckow of her ancient bays. 

F A B L E XL 

THE SI^N AND THE WIND. 

The Sun and Wind one day fell out 
In martcrs they difcours'd about. 

Old Boreas, in a rage, 
Call'd the Sun fool, and fwdi-e he ly'd, 
Spit in his face, his power defy'd, 

And dar'd him to engage. ' 

* Sir Humphry VTack worth, to whom Yalden addreflt^ 
an rxci-llent portical eplftle " On the Mines late of Sir Car* 
« bcry Price," Engliih Poets", vol. X. p. 400.— Sir Hum- 
f iwy wrote foan political pamphleti about this time* N. 

Qijotk 
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Qiipth-he, " Yon goes a Traveller, 
With formal cloak anrd looks demurej 

The Whiggilh figns of grace : 
WhoHFurly off the cloak can force. 
From one fo fliff, proud, and morofe^ 

DefervesL the uppc*: placie.** ' ' 

Vitli tiiat the Wind began to rife, - • 
Blufter*d and ftorm'd it through the ikies. 

Making a difmal roar ; 
The Non-con. wrapp'd his cloak about, 
Trudg'd on, rtfolv'd to weather 't out, 

And fee the tempell o'er. 

The ftorm being fpent, vyith piercing rays^ 
Full oh his (boulders Phoebus plays. 

Which foon the Zealot felt j 
Aiide the cum))erous cloak was thrown^ 
Panting and faint, he laid him down. 

More decently to melt. 

The Sun then alk'd his bluftsring fiicnd. 
If farthtfr yet he durft contend. 

And try (bme other way : ' 
But, confcious of r> plain a truths 
He put his finger in his mouth, 

Without a word to fay. 

t THEMORAL. 

our Whigs difgrac'd, like Bullies of the town, 
M)cl and rail, the more they 're tumbled down i 
•> perior merit dill prevails at lad, 
he fury of their feeble ilorm is paft* 
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But when the Senate darts its piercing Fayt»> 
Fa£^ion unbuttons, and rebates ks pace : 
The hypocritic cloak is tirefome found» 
And the faint 21ealot pants upon dit groundv 

FABLE XIL 

THE BOAR A»0 rOllltT# 

A LiONy generous and brave. 
For wars renown'd, belov'd- in peace ; 
His lands in royal bounties gave, 
And treasures much impur'd by a£^s of grace* 

His Miniflers whole realms obtained ; 
And Courtiers, much inclined to want. 
His manors begg'd, and forfeits gain'd^ 
With patents to confirm the royal grant. 

The Boar, to fiiew a fubjefl's love, 
Crav'd for the public geod a booxv 
His ancient Foreft to improve, 
By felling trees, and cutting timber down. 

*' Alcoves and (hody walks, i^uoth be,- 
Are laid aiide, become a jeft ; 
Your vidos lofty, wide, and free, 
Are a la mode^ and only in requefi:.*' 

The grant b^ing paiis*d, the ravenous Boar, 
A Defert of tlie Foreft made : 
Up by d^ roots vaft oak« he tore. 
And low on earth the princely cedars laid* 
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This a^' of violence and wrong 
Alarum'^ alldic favigc face j 
Withloud complants to Court they throng, 
>'d of theii^ (hsdes, and uncient Kflifig»pUce« 

With generics rage the Lion fhooky 
And vow'd the Boar ibould dearly pay; 
'* I hate, quoth he, 4 down-cail look, ^ 

robs the publick in a friendly way. 

* Unhappy groves, my cmpifre^ pride t 
Lov'd folitudes, ye (hades divine 1 
The rage of temped^ ye defy'd, 
emn^d to periih by a fonlid Swine. 

'•*■ Ye rural Deities, and Powers vnkoowo,. 
(Vhat can To great a lofs fiifEce ! 
[f a hung Brawner will atone, 
pc friend Chucky for a facrifice.**^ 

T H ? MO R KU 
te Britifh oak 's our nation's ikeagth^alkd ptide>, 
which toiunphant o'er the main we ndc } 
:lng«fee8 atre by ournavics aw'd, 
ard at home, our dreaded power abroad. 

ce Druids then your fbreils facred keep,., 
rve with them your empire of the deep.. 
£^s their Prince's bounty oft abufey 
fpoil tlierpublic for tbeir private lafe 7; 
10 rapacious h«n4 (hould daie dtfac^ 
royal flores of • wcU-um^trM cbacc* . 

FABLE 
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FABLE XIII. 

.THE FOX AND F I. I E #4> : 

As crafty Reynard ftrbvc to fwim 
The torrent of a rapid ftream. 

To gain the farther fide j 
Before the middle fpacc was pa(t, ^ 

A whiding eddy caught him fafty 

And drove him with the tide. 

With vain efforts and ftruggling fpenv 
Half drown'd, yet forc'd to be content, 

I^oor Ren a foaking lay s 
Till ibme kind ebb (hould fct him frec» 
Or chance reflore that liberty 

The waver had took away, . . ' 

A fwarm of half-ftarv'd haggard Fllej, 
With fury feiz'd the ftoiting prize. 

By raging hunger led s ' 
With many a curfe and bitter groan. 
He ibook his fides, and wiih*d them gont» 

Whilft plentcoufly they fed. 

A Hedge -hog faw his evil plight ; 
Touch'd with companion at the fighr^ 

Quoth he, •* To ihow I *m civil, 
I '11 brufli thofe fwigging dogs away,. 
That on ,thy blood remorfelefs prey^. 

And fend thcm^o the DcviU'* 



A S O P At C U Kt. ' A» 

** No, courteous Sir, the Fox rcply'd, 
Let them ittfcft and gore my hide, 

With^ their infatiatc thirit ; " 
Since I fuch fatal wouilds fuilainy 
'Twill yield feme plcifure mid ft the paini 

To fee the blood-hounds burft." 

THE MORAL; PROM NOSTRADAMUS* 

** Le fang do Jufie <i Londrcs fera faute 
" Brufll-r par feu, &c.". 

Thus guilty Britain to her Thames complains,'. 
A'ith roya! blood de&i*d, O clcanfe my Aain^! 
hence plagues arife ) whence dire contagions jcome f 
id flames that my Augufta's pride confume !'* 

'' Tn vain, faith Thames ; the Regicidal breed 
ill fwari^ again,- by them, thy land ihall bleed,: 
tremed curfe I but fo juft Heayen decreed ! . 
publicans (hall Britain's t/eafures drain, 
rrav her Monarch, and her Church prophane f 
Mf gorg'd with fpoils, with blood the leeches turft, 
TyburS add the ftcond to the firft.** 

'FABLE XIV. 

V . ' •• • • ■ '. 

THE BEAR A H D MOUKT. E8ARK. 

THBRE^v*d a Q^ack in high repute, . . ,^ 
By virtue of a velvet fuit. 

And celebrated bill ; 
As for )\is knowledge, 'tis allow'd^ 
He had epough to cheat the crowd,' . . . 

And that 's good modern (kill. 



} 
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Once as this Oratorkeld forth 

On topicks of his medicines' worth. 

And wondrous euros they wrought $ 
Though not a word they undcrftood. 
His eloquence ib charm'd the crowd. 

That flill tbey gap'd and bought^ 

Mi^lft his harangue, one day it.chanc'd, 
Tom Dove ^ the Bear that way advanced, 

In proccfUon to his fiake.4 
The Rabble quit their Do^or flraight. 
And with huzzas oa Bruia wait, 

Who thus thc^hiof befpake : 

•' I>*^ye hear, ye pack of bawling louta, 
^Compos^d of vermin, Aink, and clouts, 

Vin:vy all this noife Mid do } 
Though thmugb- my notie « ring is got^ 
And heir I *m haitetl ISm a foe. 

Still I rcfemWe yo«. 

^ Okkrvt that Mountebanking Fool, 
Perch'd yonder on his three-legg'd ({ool^ 

With poifonous drugs to fell 5 
Set o*er his fliAulder how he foee^s^ 
Three hours to lug you by the cars, 

Tct plcafes wondrouj wclk 

•• With^lfome lyes and ftupid ftu^. 
He cheats and bantem you enough. 

Yet there ye flock by (hoals j 
But if by chance a Bear '& brought our, 
Ac him ye hollow, laugh, and fluMU^ 
And who 's the greater fools? 
♦ Tom Dove has been celebrated by Dryden and King- ^ 
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*< So, brother MonftcrSf £iee about» 
The Qpa^k your Xjeeper waou his routf 

For^ underneath 'die roie. 
Another icdrt of Brutes there arc» 
Befides a Rapid RMflian Bear» 

Tlufs nuiled by (he nofe.'^ 

<r « B M o« A L* 

III Mtnifters, like Qjiacks, the cro^^d deceive^ : 
efraud them for their good.; and they believe 7 
t France and Rome they rail with fpectous arts, 
ndy wlulft they cheat the mlgar, gain their hcartl^ v 

Bat if fagaclous Bruin fmells them out, 
heir frauds e^^poiing to the injur'd rout ; 
b mifchiefpreneiiiiipbcabley and ftrong, 
en thoufand toQgues Ukl bands reTcnge 'dtft wrong. 

, F A B LOS XV. 

-VHB PBACOtC-K P«OClrAIMI» X I S 9* 

A VULTURE, old and feeble grown, 

Took-up, and -much reformM his life; 

His beak decayl^, and talons gone. 

Yet ilill iit reKfc'd noife and ftrife. 
nee a young Peacock to tlie Birds brought fbrth, 
tk his high birth harangued, and blooming wonh; 

^ The ifles and watery realtn, faid he. 

This hopc^t Monarch ihalt command ; 

His ^eptre to depend on me, ' 

And rule the tributary land ; 
eierving only for our royal ufe, 
^iamt'ct the fcas and fertile coalls produce/' 

Tht 
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I 
The Peacock, a pert dappet fpark, • 

Made the f««gacious Vulture's choice | 
His title and defceivt, though dark, 
Soon gain'd the whole afTembly's voice. 
The Pye except, a member of the board. 
Who, midfl their acclamations, crav'd a word. 

" His Highnefs' merits and defert. 

Quoth he, *iis needlefs to difputc ; 

In giving empires we Ve too pert. 

With. neither right nor power to do *t { 
Yoi^hre made a Peacock King : pray, now 'tis donc» ' 
What Champion here condu£ls him to his throne, 

" Where the imperial Eagle reigns, 
Renown'd for arms, and warlike might, 
.rWha fuch a feeble youth difdains. 
And Vultures, dares engage ii) fight ? 
Therefore, MefiieOrs, it is my private voice. 
That the polieflbr firft approve our choice,'* 

THE MORAL. 

Caefar, that Prince betrays his fearr. 
Who flyles thve Monarch in the field. 
But, when thy army difappears, . < 

To weak Pretenders will thy titles yield. , * 

But wifer Politicians fay. 
True condudb is not fo much ihewn» 
In giving others* realms away,. 
As iu defending well their own. 

' fablS 
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TABLE XVI. ♦ 

A LACONIC CONDEMNED, 

A SAGE Laconic, truly wife, 
'Whofe converfation was concifcy 

Train*c1-up in rigid fchools ; 
^Gnce, when a finglc word would do. 
Had Uvifhly made ufe of two, 

In high contjempc of rules. 

A Bill again ft him was prcferr'd. 
The charge by evidence avcrr'd. 

That fully prov'd the faft : 
The Judges aggravate the crime, 
"In words as few, and little time. 

As anfwer'd men compaft. 

? Quoth one, " The being too vcrbofe 
A mifdcmeaoor is fo groi<$. 

Of that pernicious kind 1 
The punilhment muft reach your fenfc, 
And reafon fmArt for this offence. 

By torturing your mind. 

-** Read Jura Populi o'er twice, 
Pittis and Bunyan, books of price ! 

And Oats's moded vein : 
Read Baxter's volumes, Tindal's works, 
York (hire Pctiih with that of Bucks, 

True cant, and hbel ftrain. 

♦ A fpecimen of " J£Sop in Spain"* may be fccn m 
ISO* N. 
Vol. IV. <L " For 
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** For folic! nonfcnfe, thoughtlcfs wordsi 
The Vindication of the Lords, 

That anfvvers ' Mackworth's State :* 
R'jad firfl and fecond paragraph, 
If pofTihls drudge on through half, 

Youi crime you 'il expiate.*' 

The wretch with ftrong convullions (hooky 
Dcfpair and anguifh in his look. 

To Heaven for mercy cry*d i 
Cuoih he, " Send gibbets, racks, or wheel, 
Ali;iers and gallics pleafc me well. 

Such torments I '11 abide. 

** But damn mc not for one offence, 
Ti) volumes unally'd to fenfe. 

Vainly to wafte my breath: 
That Artfwer to the Commons' Rights 
With labour'd dullnefs fo affrights. 

The thoughts are worfc tlian death." 

TO THE REVEREND DR. BENTLEY, 

ON OPENING TRINITY COLLEGE CHAPEL. 
BY MR. E U S D E N *. 

T ONG have we, fafe, Time's envious fury fcom'tl, 
•*— ' lly kir.::s h.ll founded, then by kings adorn'd j 
If faiiuitig c*er wc tca'Vi a Tatal clofe, 
Soinc ne-.v ?.l*'ccna:> will: r.c.v life arofe. 
Fretted l)y arc, wc lliii the ftronger grow, 
And to our ruins all our b: n-jties owe. 

* O/v/h.m, fee r/jovc, p. 128. N, 
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^o cafia roughly chaf *d the fwecter fmcUs, 
^nd filver more confum'd in brightnefs more excels* 

Rais'd on high columns the proud fabrick ftandsy 
"Where Barrow praife from every tongue commands: 
Where the vaft treafures of the learn'd are fhownj 
^o works more rich, more noble, than his own. 
The Mufes foon the (lately feat admir'd, 
-And in full tranfports their glad fons infpir*d : 
Their fons, infpir'd, fung loud, and all around 
£cho redoubled back the chearful founds . 
Sweet was the fong, when lays (if fuch they give) 
"W'orthy of cedar, fhall in cedar live. 

This fumptuous pile (hcw'd the brave founder's mind, 
IBut equal labours ttill remain behind. 
<3od's facred houfe too long negle£led lies, 
-And from fome other Jciafli wants fupplies ^ 
iBut none was found, till you refolv'd to (how 
How far exalted piety could go : 
•From little funds fo largely to de(ign, 
Yet to make all in full perfe6lion (hine, 
Great is the glory, and the glory *s thine ! 

Of old a joy in every face was feen, 
nu(h'd by the promifc of a bountcdus Queen : 
She vow'd a temple \ but too foon her breath 
"Vani(h'd, and f ai'd her pious vows in death. 
Thus David drew the fchtme, but not begun; 
The dome was builded by his wifer Son. 
Kot fo we far'd. Though by Eliza lov'd, 
Her (ider's thoughts were loll, but not difprovM. 
Till now we mouni'd our fate, but mourn no more ; 
Chac'd arc tl« mifts, which duird the light before, 

Q^a New 
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Is'cvv golden cenfers Qt) new alters blaze, 
Iscw mufic founds the great Creators praiie. 
Angels again from Heaven might Hfteoing ftrgyi. 
Dul hut another fwept Ccciha play. 
Here, long conccard, we view the living paint |- 
Admire the picture, not adore the Sai|it. 
There Clicruhs with £lretch*d wings deceive the fig 
And, bending forwardR, feem prepar'd for flight; 
While flowers in pleafing folds adorn each (idc, 
Some droop their fickly heads, fome wanton in I 
Much more we fee, and, filent with furprize, [p 
Recall times paft, and fcarce htlicve our eyes i 
How gloomy once thefe i^allow'd manfions were, 
But now how wondrous lovely, how divinely fair l^ 
So quickly, where the fragrant dull waj> fpread^ 
Ilifetl\ the Phcenix from his fpicy bed ; 
Or fuch the change the witty Poets feign'd, 
When hoary ^lon his young bloom regained. 
H'j but regain'd what was before his own, 
"Wliiie here are beauties feen, till now unknown. 

If ir fo charms., how can we ever (how 
Thy matchlcfs worth, to whom thofe cjiarms we 0« 
Our vain clVays our weaknefs may proclaim^ 
Uuc not enlarge the circle of thy fame. 
I'raiies from fume dclufive may appear; 
When foes extol, we need no flatteries fear. 
The liubhorn Atheid a tierce ihock has felt; 
Steel'd thoiu.^h he was, he now begins to melt: 
ijince tlms he fees all prejudice remov'd, 
U hy a6\*j confcfa the God thy learning prov'd. 
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ON THE DUKE OF MARLBOROUGH'S 

VICtbRY AT AUDENARD, 
JUST AFTER THE LOSS OP GHENT AND BRUCBS. 

BY MR. EUSDEN. 

A S, in a ftarry night, tbe loneW Twain, 
•^ ^ Watching his flock on the Sicilian plain^ 
Upwards oft cafts his eyes ; the iKiavenly fires 
Around he fees, and all he fees admires : 
So I amaz'd, great man ! thy a6l:s furvey, 
And ftill from glories to new glories (Iray : 
Loll in the fweet variety of light, 
I find none brighter in a train fo bright; 
And douht which firft the grateful Mu-Te fliould tel"!^ 
For (he on each could plcab'd for ever dwell. 
But hear ! loud Paeans from the Bclgic ftrand 
Refwund thy triumphs, and our thanks demand ! 
Thou art afrcfli the burthen of each fong, 
The darling Tubjcft of the tuneful throng. 
In vain, alas f they firing the fprightly iyre; 
In vain great alliens can great thoughts infpircr 
Apollo's fons, when all tluiir wit is fhown, 
Reach not thy raeric, but exalt their own. 
Thus numerous Itrcams into the ocean flow, 
Mew honours they receive, but none l)cflow ; 
Not raife the ocean's height, while they immortal 
grow. 
Say, wondrous man ! by what myftcrious charms 
Thou bind'il th' unconfiant Goddtfs to thy arms ! 

0^3 Why 
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Why thus her love (he partially difplays ? 

Obey'd by others, Fortune thee obeys. 

Fly fwift, yet conqueft fwifter flies before ; 

So fialh the lightnings ere the thunders roar. 

Uncommon paths thy wary march proclaim^. 

But every path with thee can kad to Fame. 

No tower fo ftrong as can create defpair j 

Nor cliffs fo barren but can laurels bear. 

Dear-gain*d experience oft has taught the foe 

The fatal progrefs of thy arms to know : 

Too well the ufual marks are underftood ; > 

A purple dye ftill taints the cryftal flood, f 

And eveiy field thou fatten*ft round with Gallic blood. ^ 

Here I could boundlefs rove ; thy virtues praife^ 
Sweetly bewildcr'd in the various maze : 
1, Janus-like, could now with pleafure trace 
Of ages paft a worthy, dcathlefs race j 
View Greece with all its heroes rn the bloom,. 
And the long glories of imperial Rome. 
But thou already haft poflcfs'd the whole ; 
There is no rival in the fliining roll : 
Unlefs their different graces were combined j 
Young Ammon's foul with Caefar*s prudence jomdf 
But though from all we cull'd the parallel. 
Yet thou in fomething ftill would'ft all excelL 
Thus when Apelles with nice labour ftrove 
Juftly to draw the beauteous Queen of Love; 
The flowery pride of all the land he chofe. 
And from a thoufand would his one cbmpofe. 
Some fweet embellilhment in each was fcen. 

In this the fmile^ in that the plcaiing mien. 

What 
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art could doy the pencil had expred ; -v 

;t entire the Goddefs fhone confeft, \ 

ircly known, and little more than gucft. J 

had thefe times given to the hero birth, 
jncc was called Lord of the conquered Earth j 
rms bis wild ambition had dcfy'd, 
rifely check'd the mighty vigor's pride. 
^wis he had found a lowlier ftate ; 
Iter feen, not thought himfelf fo great : 
)r more worlds had no complaints begun, 
jpt for grief he could not conquer one. 
age I to what height ingratitude can rife I 
r foul monfter of gigantic fize ! 
virtuous a6ls can we fecure engage 
jlack oblivion by malicious rage ? 
lis fiend all Blenheim's honours yi M, 
le won tiophics of Ramillia*s field ; 
y chance with murmurings be fuftain'd ; 
)wns furpriz'd move more than countries gain'cL 
s in vain fafe from fome dangers are ; 
an blaft what Jove's own fires will fparc, 
tal truth the brave Athenian prov'd, 

the wif;; Socrates fo dearly lov'd : 
hat rich fource with arts divinely flor*d, 
he youth aloft to empire foar'd. 
ibly great, and ruinM by fuccefs ; 
rit ftill was more, his glory lefs. 
'ymc loft, fufpicions did begin. 
It he could not, but he wouid not win, 
nay green wreaths for ever thee adorn I 
mder more propitious flars waft born j 

CL4 Ok 
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Oft may we ffee revolve fuch happy days I 

Oft be it thine to conquer, ours to praife ? 

Soon then the hiJeous din of war fliall ceafe. 

And the long-wearied Albion reft in peace. 

Learning and arts (hall crown'd with plenty fmile, 

And bays, with olives twin*d, grace the fair bliftfulHR* 

Mean-time, our thanks, a wonhlefs giftj receirei 

»Tis nothins?, but 'tis all that wc can give. 

Let no fantaKic wits thy condufb blame, 

Kor envy blemifli e*er thy fpoclefs fame. 

Thee Anna chofc ; in thee let all rejoice, 

Since by new wonders Heaven confifrms the gloriout choice^ 

MEDEA, ACT IV. LAST CHORUl 

FROM THE GREEK OF EURIFIDB*» 
BY MR. EU9DEN. 

XpR O M things confider'd with .a ftri£tcr view, 
•*• And dccpeft thought, this fatal truth I drcvr: 
Sure of mankind th* unmarried part is bleO, 
By joys too much diilinguiih*d from the reft. 
Suppofc there are ('tis but fuppofe, I fc^r) 
Pleafures which could the nuptial ftate endear; 
Think, thou may'ft wi(h, and every wifh enjoy,. 
A beauteous daughter, and a blooming boy : 
Still where's the mighty comfort of a wife? 
Or what is wanting in a iingle life ? 
Pity not ours, nor thus thy fate admire ; 
The hlifs wc know not, we can ne'er deiire. 
Yet tliis advantage on ourfiile we boaflj 
The good is little, vaft the ill wc loft. 

All 
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All hufli'd, and calm ! — no griefs our cafe impair, 
Pree from the father's itt^ny a griping (5arc j 
Firft, how the child may gcneroufly be bred, . 
Adorn'd with arts, and through each virtue Icdw 
Next, how to crown him wkK a fair eftate, 
And fo to make hh» Iwppy, n*ake him great. 
Parents from lah«>!jrs to new lal>ours run, 
To hoard-up tr«afores for tlic darhng Ton : 
Yet know not what th« dhrling fon will prort^ 
A roving fpcndthrifc nwv reward their Jovck 
Not fmall the evils which we here behold. 
But far the greatcll flHl remain untold. 
Juft when with utmoft pain the drudjjing (ire* 
Has raifed a fbrtttne anfwering hfs dcfire ; 
J^lreadfy the firft fcene of life is done, 
"Whom once he caird his child, he calls his (ba, 
The l)oy forgotten and the man begun. 
Iiarge promifcs and hopes the youth incite,- 
His father's glory aftd Iws friends delight : 
But fuUea c\owh involve th« biighfcft day, 
"While all look on, to fomc difeafe a prey, 
The lov*d, the womirous yomh untimely pines away. 
Tx)o well, arias ! too well, ye Gods, Wc knew 
Our troubles nrany, and our pfe.ifuies fsw : 
"Why needed this frefii plague be acidcd nK)re 
To the ricl^ bwundfefs mifeiablc fbore ? 
TliC old, as cloy'd with lifs, to death belong. 
But muft it rudely fcizc the brave, the young?" 
In vain wc ftrive ; th« cruel doom is read, 
The blolTo«/s wither-d, and our hope« arc fled.' 

HERO' 
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HERO AND LEANDER^- 
FROM THE GREEK. BY MR. EUSI> 

O ING, Mufc, the confcious torch, whofc niglitly 3ts 

*^ (The fliining fignal of a brighter dame) 

Through tracklefs waves the bold Lcander led. 

To tafte the dangerous joys of Hero's bed : 

Sing the ftorn blifs in gloomy ihades conceal'd. 

And never to the blu(hing morn reveaVd, 

I fee the lovely youth triumphant ride 

0*er the proud billows of th* infulting tide ; 

And lo 1 a light (hoots glimn>ering from afar. 

Of nuptial fweets the kind prefaging ftar : 

A light ! which (would propitious Jove incline) 

In brighter glory (hould for ever Ihinc ; 

And, mix'd among its kindred fires above. 

Be call'd the gentle harbinger of Love, 

For fure it did on earth this office bear. 

And Hymen's pleafures were its nightly care ; 

Till envious winds with boifterous fury rofc : 

But, Goddefs ! thou the mournful tale difclofe ; 

At once from high the facred torch was toft. 

Its flame extinguifh'd, and the lover loft. 

Where Neprune ftretcheth out an arm, to bound 
Fair Europe's confines from the Afian ground, 
A riling town on either ftiorc commands 
The diftant fea, and awes the neighbouring lands j 
Here the Idalian boy his fport begun. 
And wiih one dare a double conqueft won : 

1 
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To equal breads an equal flame conveyed; 
The lovelieft youth ador'd the lovclicfl: maid. 
^e fure muft never have convcrs'd with fame, 
'Who knows not Hero and Leander's name i 
^like both glories of their native place ; 
J^bydos one, and one did Seftos grace. 

Whoe'er thou art, that hitlur bend'ft thy way, 
Oh, for a while the pleafing coaft furvcy ! 
This, this the tower, whence the kind light did gwd» 
The fwimming lover to his Sefiian bride : 
That the fatn*d Hellcfpont he nightly crofsM, 
"Which ftill in murmurs groans Leander loft. 

But hade we Love's foft triumphs to relate, 
JFrom the firft d awnings to its ripen'd Hate ; 
JVnd whence the youth fo paflionate became, 
-And how the nymph glov/*d with as fierce a fl^mc^ 

Hero from noble blood her line did trace. 
Her looks confef^'d the glories of her race : 
IPsieftefs of Venus too ; but chofe to reign 
In noifelefs eafe, and Ihunn'd the nuptial chain,. 
Par from her parents early (he retir'd, 
And. the fafe covert of a tower defir'd : 
*rhc tower was high, and near the water flood ; 
She fcem*d a new-fprung Venus from the flood.. 
Difcrecc withal, nor lov'd to dance and play,. 
And wafte in vain impertinence the day : 
Secure in innocence, (he liv'd unknown, 
And balk'd the witiy cenfures of the town. 
There is an inborn pride, which taints the race;. 
A fair-one ne'er could brook a- fairer face. 

T# 
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To pleafurc Venus was her darling care j 
Nor did thy altars, Cupid^ waht a (hare : 
In vain, alas ! the pious virgin ftrore; 
No vows the fiery arrows could remove, 
But (he rauft fall a facrificc to Love. 

For now the time was come, the folcmn day, 
When Annual rites reltgious Scftians pay 
To Beauty's Quctfn ; around with fables fprtail, 
fhe mowrns Adonis, fair Adonis dead ! 
Hither in (h6ils frofn neighbouring iflands throDg* 
ConfusM, the gay, the grave, the old, the young ' 
From Phrygia thefe, and from Hc&moniai fome, 
But all from Cyprus awi Abydos come. 
And not one lingering Ouggard drotfp'd at hontfe. 
No amorous youth Wtfukl furely mifs the iitf j 
Wh«rft fcafts invite, they flill with joy obey : 
Scarce (as I g»efs^ on bare detotioifi*s fcctfe. 
The filcnt (litues of thtf Gods t* adore ; 
For breafls, like theirs, with yoorthful raptures wafte> 
Not the dead idols, birt the living charm. 

But, oh ! to fee with vrhat a fprightly haftd 
The beauteous piieftcfs through the temple pafs^f 
Not riling Phcfebe fhews a face fo bright 
To gla<l the world, and rule the fpangled night. 
For on each blooming cheek, by nature fprcad. 
Was fcca the pureft >vhiic and frcfhuO: red : 
Such is the hue the fpringing lily (hows, 
Fleck.'d with the blufhts of the opening rofc. 
Scarce yet the parallel would be compleat. 
Not that fo b«autifu-l; ner thii> fo fwtet. 

Of 
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Of pld the thinking dotards did agree 
To ftint the Graces to the number three ; 
Had Hero bleft thofe times, they foon had found 
Too dull their notion, and too {^raic their bound ; 
Whene'er ihe fmil'd, had view'd with durpb furprizc, 
Ten thoufand Graces fporting in her eyes. 

The bright Immortal muft.with pleafure hear 
#V priedefs far above all mortal^ fiair? 
tn beauty's charms (could beauty's c^ufe be tried), 
Cf not a rival, furely near allied. 

No wonder then each youth a fls^me confeH:, i 

f^d with heav'd hands the fweet enchantrefs bleft ;, 
IN^one but, infpir'd with tender tlu>ughts, beg^n 
iTo wifli himfelf (in vain !) the happy man. 
Defiring eyes on the lov'd objeft hung, X 

Where-c'er (he glided through the wondqringthrpng» k 
And fcatter'4 pleafiqg ruin all along. ,J 

Till from the crowd. 
By Love onp eloquent above the xeft. 
In thefe, or words like tliefe, his foul expreft t. 

** Big with vain hope, to Sparta once I camQ^ 
"^V-here every nymplv.o»n every breaft inflame ; . 
But never yet have in one virgin feen, 
"With fo much niajefty fo fweet a mien. 
Who knows but Venus may fome clicat defign^ 
And wh^t we fancy human, is divine : 
Xhe Graces much are fam'dj and this muft be 
Sure the moft charming of the charming three. 
Weary'd whh looking, fain I would be gone, 
^et couldj nicthinks, for ever flUi look oq. 

Wci» 
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Were death the price, doom'd for the happy night, 
2^ot death fhould damp one moment of delight : 
Nor could th* immortal joys of Gods above 
Engage my vvifhcs, or diftraft my love. 
But thou, CJ Goddefs ! liften to my prayer ; 
If not thy Hero, give me fuch a Fair. 

Thus mourn'd fome wounded youth ; whilft others 
In wild diforder to conceal their love : [ftrovc 

But flames too fierce to hide at once poflefs'd, 
And roll'd and revel'd in Leandcr's breaft. 
He faw the Nymph, and, flruck with ftrange delight, 
Refolv'd on fomething far beyond a fight. 
He bled, but would not keep his wound unknown, 
And wifli'd to live, but could not live alone. 
Lhigovern'd thoughts to rage improv'd defire, 
And kindled in his eyes impetuous fire. 

3evvare, ye heedlefs youths, and fly apace; 
No dart fo piercing as a beauteous face : 
"Nor winged deaths with half fuch fwiftnefs fly. 
As the loofe glances from a fparkling eye. 
The lufQious epoifon our fond eyes convey 
Down to th* unguarded heart, a trembling, helplefs prey* 

Unruly palTions now the youth alTail, 
And fears and hopes fucceffively prevail : 
:Sooth'd with her charms, he ftrives his fears to blaruc, 
Then blufiiing checks the too ambitious flame : 
But wifer Love with noble pride difdains 
The bafliful modefty of fimplc (wains ; 
And in foft whifpers faid, his laws were fuch, 
2iQnc fears too little, and none hopes too muck. 

Rais'd 
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Rais'd with thefe thoughts, he did his Aeps advance* 
To try the magick of a fide-long glance, 
With all the artful blandifliments, that move 
The foul, to liften to the lure of Love. 
She took the hint j {what Lovers now can find 
That natural tendency in woman-kind ?) 
Fxrft feem*d to frown, but cafily grew mild, 
Andy confcious of her own perfection?, fmiPd. 
Then turns her head with graceful fcorn away. 
But, quick returning, doth herfelf betrray ; 
And in Love's greateft eloquence replies, 
The iilcnt language of confenting eyes. 

With joy amaz'd, the youth his paffion knew. 
At once difcover'd, and fuccefsful too; 
impatient grown, he cbid the tedious light, 
And wifli'd the fwift approaches of the night r 
Nor wifli'd in vain ; loon the bright Hcfper flionc. 
And love-obliging fhades came rulhing on. 
Darknefs can fears expel, and hopes renew ; 
Th* cmbolden'd Lover to his quarry flew. 
And there flood face to face, a glorious interview 1 
Then, all on fire, her hand he gently prefs'd. 
And fighs and dying murmurs told the reft. 
Starting, (he did a fliort rcfcntment feign. 
And with a frown drew back her head again. 
But he, with love infpir'd, new joys defcries 
I'hrough the thin umbrage of a forc*d difguife j 
A*nd fci2*d her robe, and, full of pleafing thought, 
J^Jic laft iccciTes of the temple fought. 



J 



^40 M I S C E L L ANY P O JE M S, 

With Oops unequal (he advanc'd l;)ehiqcl. 
And, with a willing, half unwilling mind^ 
Threatened the youth j ^t oace fevcre and kind. 

" Stranger, what laadnefs doth thy breaft invade-? 
Whither, ah ! whith«r would you force a Maid ? 
Let loofe my garments quick, an.d hptnc retire j 
Flee the difpleafure of my wealthy Sire : 
If that yovi flight, and mortal power dKown,. 
Vex not the Prieftefs, left the Goddefs frown. 
Go! be not w^th prefumpruous thoughts miflcdf. 
*Tis bold af pi ring to a Virgin "3 bed.*' 

True to her feX| thus chid the charipipg Fairj. 
But glad Leander could fuch chidings bear i 
This feeming dorm a future calm betrays; 
Th' aufpicious omen of his halcyon days. 
For women: foon are kind, if pi:evifli grown ; 
Faintly they flr^ggle, when their rage is gone. 
That known, the youth her fragrant bofom prcfs*d» 
And warm'd with melting lips each fwelling bread:* 

Then thus began; " Oh! how Ihall I proclaim 1 
Thy every charm ? Shall I thy wondrous frame f 
A fecond Venus, or Minerva, name ? j 

-For fure thofe looks no earthly (lamp difplay ; 
None ever boafted fo refin'd a clay. 
.Blefs'd be thy Sire! and blcfb'd be doubly more 
The fertile womb, which the fair burden bore ! 
With pity hear a youth his flame reveal i 
Whom you could only wound, 'tis you can only bcal. 
■If Venus be your guide, let Venus move j 
And by her great example learn to love. 



1 come, this filly name of Maid defpifc; 
uige thy ibvl, and give a loofe to joy^. 
Virgin can a worthy Prieftefs be 
h€t v^o laughs at dull Virginity. 
mld'ft th©u the Goddtffs faithfully adore, 
rard nice conduft Icfs, and Nature more. 
! canft thou.ev«r her fweet laws admire, 
: be a ftranger t& a Lover's fire ? 
: little wanson God did me ordain, 
lot to conquer, ftiU to hug my chadn. 
[aire (o humble -was Alcides feen, 
ken kd by Hermes to the Lydian Queen : 

p*flion ftill a nobler fpring did move j 
: God of Wit yields to the God of Love, 
ly need I Atalanta's fate declare, 
lO wifely (as (lie thought) declinM the fnare j 
lie from Melanion's arms all ice (he fled, 
1 (hun'd the pleafurcs of a nuptial bed ; 

(be by Venus' rage her follies mourn'd, 
I love for love, and flame for flame returned ? 
this Arcadian nymph tnftru6^ thy mind; 
lU art more beauteous^ vvould'd thou be more kind!" 
jcorffTs fo foft her paflions did control, 
I footh'd the angry Fair, and tun'd her foul. 
fix*d her eyes upon the filent ground, 
I all with crimfon blufhes glow'd around. 
;ontcd motions owA'd fomc new dcfire, 
I oft (be gather'd-up her loofc attire, 
ielding maid by every fign was meant-; 
dumb denying is a furc confcnt* 
^^OL. IV. R Pica- 
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Pleafmgly ptin'dy flie firft begins to fear 
Somethirg, (be knows not what, (he knows not where. 
Deep in her bread Leander*s charms remain ; 
She thinksi and fighs, then looks, and fighs again. 
Nor the foad-XiOver, with a lefs furprizc. 
Fed on her fnowy neck his famifh'd eyes. 
Thus long a virgin- modefty (he try'd, 
Not to difcover what (he could not hide ; 
By flow degrees from earth (he rais'd her look 9 
Diflilling humid bluihes jere (be Cpokc. 
Then in harmonious founds the painful (ilence brokC': 
" Stranger, thy words might rocks to pity movc^ 
"Where didft thou learn the wondrous art of Low? 
Ah, by whofe ^ronduft didft thou hither come ? . 
Who firft feduc'd thee from thy native home? 
Pleafing^thy tale, but pleafmg dill in vain } 
No faithkfs rover muft his vvi(h obtain ; 
Or, if I could i'o mad and fenfclufs prove. 
My powerful parents would upbraid my love. 
What Gliough forae fccret pleafures you dc{ign'df 
To filence long they could jiot be.confin'd : 
vThe tongues of men fo fcandalous are grown, 
You hear from thoufands what you.a£l with one. 
Whoe'er xhou art, thy oame^and country tell. 
For mine, alas ! by ihee are known too well. 
Thar rower,. which mates the ikies, is my retreat^ 
>Tis rlicre 1 fix my folitary (cat : 
Tiie miltrti^ of one damfcl, I defpifc 
What all th' uinliinking many chiefly prize, 
Greatnefs, and pomp, and fhcvv, and public noifc. 

Tbi5# 
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Thif?, this th'Elyfium, which I early chofe; 
In vain ray ^father did my choice oppofe : 
From giddy crowds and youthful gambols free, 
•Calm I enjoy a golden liberty j 
And, fate on fhore, with pleafure hear from far 
The grumbling murmurs of the watery war." 

Here paus'd the fwcct-tongued Syren ; and, afraid, 
•Began to wonder where her thoughts had (Iray'd. 
Her looks^ the trouble of her mind difclofe. 
While with new blulhes new-born glories rofc { 
Which dill (he iUove to hide : but he employs 
His thoughts on means to meet his coming joys* 
The God of Love, who ftrikes the fatal, blow, 
Can bed (if any can) the medicine (how : 
He to the youth the fecret did reveal, 
Pleas *d as he was to wound, and then to heal. 
The Lover foon a zealous fury (how'd 
T' obey the wife in(lru£i:ions of the leading GoA : 
On her foft bofom he reclin'd his head, 
And, iighing, thus tlie fond Leander faid : 

*« For thee, my fair-one, dangers I* 11 defpife. 
And dare th' inclemencies of winter fkies : 
Swft on^he wines of Love I *11 force my way. 
Though winds, and flames, and floods, command my (k^y, 
Thefe arms the foaming forges (hall withftand, 
[nfult their rage, and oar me fafe to land. 
Thus every night to thy embrace 1 '11 fly, •* 

Shivering with cold, all pale and breathlefs lie, |* 

rtind, when full-warm'd, with blifs diiTolve and die. J 
[udly you a(k the country whence I come ; 
CAow then, Abydos is my neighbouring home. 

R z Ab, 
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Ah, from thy turret let fome friendly light 
Chace the thick darknefs, and direft my fight: 
Thou the delicious land of Love flialt be, 
And 1 the (hip fleer'd by thatilar to thee. 
All other lights above I (hall difdain, 
Whether they kindly or unkindly reign : 
Nor fee Orion blazing from afar, 
The flo^ Bootes, and the Northern carr. 
But, oh, bewaix, too charming maid, bewanr ! 
(If e*er my fafiety can dcfcrve thy care) 
"With caution let the fliihing guide be plac*)^, 
■'For, when its flimc expires, 1 breathe my laft. 
What more ? — Leander is the name I bear. 
And only to be thy Leanderf vve'ar." 

Thus did the youthful pair icfoWe to khaw 
From mutual love what mighty pleafures flow : 
Secret they fix'd ihe place, the time to meet; 
^For fweeteft joys, if ftol'n, are doubly fweet }) 
When ebbing darknefs feem*d to bid adieu, 
And both unwilling by cohftraint withdrew. 
She to her tower ficd fwifrer than the wirid j 
The careful lover wifely (Vaid behind. 
And markM the pbce where all his trcafurc lay, 
'Then nimbly leapt from (horc,and cut the liquid WijT* 

The force of Love by abfence Lovers try ; 
On tardy wings the drowfy minutes fly : 
The day looks dull, with all its beamies bright, 
'Tis morn, 'tis noon, but ftill they wifti for night. 
At laft the fhadcs did with fuch filence creep, 
That.univcrfal Nature feem'd to flccp. 

But 
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the unpityiog tyrant, Love, denies 
e(hing (lumbers to T^ander's eyes : 
lefs he royes along the dreary ihore,- 
ilc with tumuhuous ragci^thef urges roar, 
watchful Hero raisM the torch on high, 
kind fprc-runncr of approaching joy': 
aw the promi^'d ftar, how bright it fhonp^t 
by its flame learn'd to improve his own. 
when the billows louder roaf'd, he flood, 
, trefnbling, viev/d the melancholy flood : 
n with thefc words liis drooping fpirits chears^ 
imes his courage, and expels his fears : 
Love, like the fea, a bound-lefs fury claims ; 
re yolling waters, bere are rolling fltoes. 
at m«ans roy throbbing bread ? Securely move 
ough coldcfl waters, when alUfir'd with Love. 
us is kind j fond heart, thyfclf compofe : 
n the green ocean firft the Goddcfs rofe. 
dill the tuipults of our fouls obey, 
with a nod fhe fmooths the ruffled fea." 
his faid, the you«h with eager hafte undrcft, 
1 circled round his head his flowing ved : 
n through the floods purfued his hot defire? 
r floods cojL^ld never rjuench a Lover's (ires), 
as he fwam, fic kept the light in view, 
[ was himfclif the (hip and pilot too. 
.n-time, the Nyi-pph no cafy labour finds 
Ikreen the torch from rude tempeftuous winds r 
very noife, Leander's voice fhe hears, 
I all his dangers doubles by her fears s 

R 3 TllT^ 
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T?l^ much fatigued, he landed on the fhore,. 
And with a lover's fury fought the tower. 
The fair-one met him with extended arms, 
And to his pleafure yielded all her charms: 
In lilent joy ihc hadens to her room, 
And fcents his body o*cr with rich perfomc. 
The youth his natural fweetncfs thus regain*d,'. 
But panted flill for what he had fuflain'd. 
Then both laid gently down 5 the loving bride 
Clung' to the bridegrooroi.and thus foftly cried : 

" Chnft thou, my dear, all this endure for me?- 
What faithful lover ever lov'd like thee ? 
For mc thy limbs in briny waves to ftecp. 
And bear th' unwholefome ftenclvcs of the deep? 
Oh, Hh too much ! — Come to thy Hero's brcafti 
Forget thy labours, and ftcurcly reft." 

The lover heard the foft-inviting maid. 
And, fwift like lightning, what he he^rd," obeyM:^ 
Both, blcfb'd alike, exalted raptures ftel. 
What few can fancy, and vvhat none can tell. 

This amorous pair fcorn'd vulgarly to wait: 
For a dull, formal, ceremonious (late. 
The father no Epithalamium fung, 
No mafque^ was feen„ no fprightly lyre was firung. 
Ko tuneful bard fomc facred numbers faid. 
Nor nuptial torch adorn'd the nuptitil bed. 
Silence and darknefs, kindred Gods, were there; 
One plcasM the youth, and one obliged the fair : 
That all around his downy wings difplay'dj 
This flicltei'd rifing blufhcs- with a (hade. 

Thus 
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Thus in luxuriant joys they pafs'd the night, 
JoTB which Aurora never blabb'd by light. 
He with a tiniely care did home retire,* 
Hnfated flill, and breathing flill defire : 
While (he her change did from her parents hid^ 
And was by day a maid, by night a bride. 
And, oh, how oft their wilhes joinM in one, 
To hail tiw fetting, not the rifing, fun ! 

See here the fwccts of Love, but quickly paft 5 • 
Such pleafures are too •exquiiite- to lad. 
The gaudy fcene of fummer-glorics gone, 
Winter with four and-furrow'd looks ftalks-on. 
The full-fledgM whirlwinds tlieir Iwarfe voices try, . 
And drive the clouds, and blu-fter through the iky« 
The mounting, waves, that^peaccful crept>before. 
Boil into rage, and tumble to the fhore. 
The trembling mariner dares not witlWland 
The angry frith, and wif«ly keeps the land. 
But winds and troubled Teas can ne'er difmay 
Leander's foul, or interrupt his way } 
The fatal light once ftten.the' Lover muft obey. 
Yet fure the fair, now winter's rage was ftrong, 
A while^llK)uld mifs tliee, to enjoy thee long-: 
Did reafon guide, not folly warp her mind ; 
To prove lefs cruel, (he mud prove lefs kind. 
But heat of padion hurried both too far. 
And ftubborn Fate's decrees refill lefs are : 
Unhappy Hero brandilh'd from above 
The torch of Furies, now no more the torch of Love. 

'Twas a Weak night; the- winds begap to play, 
And with eternal lungs difputc their fsvav : 

R 4 ' WUerv 
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When the too conllant, punftual yotith again, 
Fluih'd with pad triumphs, tempts the faithlefs maii» 
Waves roll on waics ; aloft the waters rife, 
Sweird by the tempcft, and infult the ikies. 
Fierce Boreas ifTues with coUeded might, 
And fullcn Aufler loud provokes to fight.- 
The milder Zephyr with bfierior force 
Meets the mad Eurus in his headArong courib t 
At once they ru(h, at once the ocean roar»> 
And curling billows da(h the rocky ihores. 

Much did Leander toil, and much fuftain ; 
Long drove to brave their rage, but drove in vaia ^ 
Oft Ncptune*s aid with pious vows iniplof'd. 
And oft the Sea-born Goddefs he ador'd. 
Thee, Boreas, too, he minded of thy flame. 
And what thou fuffer'dft for th' Athenian dame: 
Bat thee to pity nothing can incline. 
Deaf to his prayers, as he was once to thine. 
Fruitlcfs art all clTays ; for Love's decree, 
That rules us here, is rul'd by dcdiny. 
Toft and re-tod, no friendly fuccour near. 
Els courage faints, and iinks into defpair. 
H is (lacken'd nerves their wonted drength pefiifc,, 
His feet their motion, arms their vigour lofcj 
Nor can he now rejxiir his difled breath, 
l^ut drinks the briny waves, and fucks-in death : 
Ac once the torch down by the winds was tod, 
And with its flame his life and love were lod. 

While the poor nymph his abfence did bemoan, 
Wiih many a penfivc thought, and many a groan j 

ru 
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The lingering hours at length the day reftorc ; 
"But-mght could never fcen»too long before. 
The barren beach andfeas (he round furvcy'd. 
And hop'xl her Lover in tlie dark had ftray*d : 
But, ah ! too foon (he fpy'd him, where he lay 
A lump of beautiful, tlKMigh breathlefs, clay. 
All o'er confus'd (he flood, and would lament, - 
But wanted words to give fuch forrows vent. 
She ftamp'd, (he rolPd her eyes, (he tore l-ier hair, - 
And uv'd with all the fymptoms of defpair : 
Then, darting headlong with a furious leap, 
.From tlic high tower (he plung'd into the deep. 
Thus for Leander dy'd his fair belov'd ) 
Atid equal fat£s their equal pftflion prov'd *• 

'THE COURTIER, A FABLER 
A MiLK-WHi^TE rogue, immortal and unhang'd, 

^ •*• By Fate and Parliaments fevcrely bang'd, 

Without a Saint, a Devil was within ; 

He fought all dangers, for he knew all (in t Re- 

♦ This poem, after having been tranflated into Engllih by 
four difteretit poots,. was again attempted by Mr. Theobald^- 
and not without fuccefs. Sec " The Grove, 1 72 1," p. i . N* 

f This (ingle Fable h felefted, not for any peculiar excel- 
lence, but as k curiofity ; beinga (pccimeo of a fmall colleftion,» 
which was publiihed earlier than Dr. Yalden's, under t|;u: tide 
of " ^fop in Spain, or a few Select Fables in Vcrfe. Tranf- 
**■ lated from the Spanilh. 1 701," 8vo. There arc but eijght of 
thefe Fables, which are introduced by a Preface, not deftitute of 
humour, in the chara^er of ^fop. I know not who was the 
author ; and never faw but one copy either of this colleftiony 
er of <* JECop at Court.*' They are both in the Lan(betK Lv- 
Vary, marked *' EE, 9. 12, Poetry, i^^v^^T^V'' ^* 
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Rcfolv'd for grandeur, and to acquire wealthy 
Robb*d fomc by force, and others trick*d by ftealiB«|i 
A wheedling, fawning, parfimonious knave, 
The Prince's favour he refohr*d to have. 
The only means by which he thought to rife, 
He ihufHcd cards-, and flily cog-g'd his dice ; 
A true ftate-jugglcr, could make things appear 
Such as would pleafe his princess eyes or eari 
Produc-'d falfe lights, .his monarch to miflead, 
Which made him from his paths of interert trcad;- 
He fcreen'd all villains from due courfe of laws, 
And from his prince his trued fubjc6ls draws s 
Till angry fenates tlte vile moniker took. 
And from the root the upRart cedar iliook> 
Sqvieez'd the curft fponge had fuck'd the nation's coin|> 
And made liim cafl-up wliat he did'purloin* 
Then on a gibbet did the monftcr die, 
A jull example to pofterity. 

THE M^ O R A- V* 

Let favourites beware how they zh\x[& 

Their prince's goodnefs, or the people's lawsj 
How they clandeftine methods *everufc. 

To propagate a wrong unrighteous caufe. 
The prince's favour, like a horfe untam'd. 

Does often break the giddy rider's neck : 
On him who for preferment 's fa much fam'd' 

The people oft their bloody vengeance wreak. 
Let thefe beware how they miflead their prince. 

Or rob the treafure of a potent nation. 
Or multiply enormous crimes j from hence 

Come hanging oft, or noble decollation. 
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JENECA'S TROAS. ACT II. CHORUS* 

BY MR. JOHN G LAN V ILL*; 

TS *t true tharfouls their bodies do furvire }'■ 

Or does a flam the thnorous world deceive ? 
When fome dear friend our dying eyes has clos'd^. 
And Lifers lall day Death's endlefs night impos'd ; 
When the eas'd corpfe, like an o*er-jadcd flave, , 
At length fet free, lies quiet in the grave ; 

♦ Son of' Jtilius Glanvill, a younger fon of Judge JohitJ 
Glanvill. He was bom at Broad Hinton, Wilts, in 1664 J 
became, at the age of fourteen, a commoner of Trinity Col^ 
lege, Oxford ; admitted fcholar there Jane 10, 1680 j and, • 
after he was B. A. ftood for a fellowlhip of All Souls in 
1683 » ** *^ which time (fays Wood) T4io. Cre( h of Wad* 
** ham Cbll. Itanding alfo, the latter carried it, which Glan- 
" vill took as a great affront,. fo conceited, was he ofc his own 
** parts. After he had taker, the magifierial degree, and puf 
" aiide from being fellow of Trin. ColL bccaufc he would be 
' drunk. and fwcar, he retired to Lincoln's Inn, and became 

* a barrlfVer." Bcfides the little poems here printed, he wa»^ 
luthoc o{j r; ** Some Odes of Horace imitated with relation 
' to his Majcfty and the Times, 1690.** 450. 2. ** Poem* 

* dedicated to the Memory, and lamenting the Death, of her 
' late ftcrcd Majcfly,-of the Small-Pox, i6x)5;" 3. ««5e,. 
' neca's Agamemnon, A£\ I." printed in Oxford-Mifccllawy 
i*ocms, 1685. 4. " A Plurality of Worlds, tranflatcd fsom 
' the French, 1688." 8vo. See Wood, IL 1079. N. 

Were 
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Were it not wife the foul too to entomb ! 

But mull we frill endure Life's wretched doom ? ' 

Or happier do we die entire and whole, • ■' 

Leave no continuing relift of a foul ? 

But when the vital vapour of our breath, 

Gafp*d into air, is loft in clouds and death. 

We *rc gone, and all that was of us before 

To any thing of life is then no more I 

Yey, thus we perilh, and thus undergo 

Th' approaching lot of all thinj^ here below. 

Time flies, and all the fea and fun goes round 

With furc and quick deflru£Vion fhall confound; 

Svt'ift, as above the ftars, and moqn, and fun, 

In hurrying orbs their hafty courfcs run, 

Wc poft to fatci nor when we difappear 

Arc we, or ever (hall N, any where. 

As (hort-livM fmoke, afcendmg from thfi flame,- 

Hovers, diiTolves, and ne'er Ihall be again. 

As gathered clouds, by fcattering blalls disjoin'd,- 

Difperfe, and fly before the hoftile wind ; 

So that thin fleeting thing. Life, palTcs o'er, 

So flows our fpirit out, and then '$ no more. 

After death *s nothing ; death itfclf is nought,' 
TI»' cxtremtft bound of a fhort race of thought. 
Let flaves and fools thsir fears and hopes give o'er,- 
Solicit and delude thtmfclves no more. 
Would you know where you (hall be after death ? 
There where you were before you fuck'd-in breath. 
Tlie dead and the unborn are juft the fanic, 
The dead returning wkencc.che Uying came, 
. .. Tiflic 
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"ic takes us whole, throws all into the grave; 
th will no TOore ihe foul than body fave. 

Hell and the damn'd Fiend that lords it then?, " 
:h all the torments we fo vainly fear, 

empty rumoufs, melancholy whims, 
taftic notions, idle, frightful dreams. 

DRACE, Book I. ODE XIIL 

BY lifR. G L A 5^ V I L X. 

^THEN happy Strephon's wo prevailing charms* 

His rofy neck, and his foft waxen arms, 
umao Lydia, wantonly you prftife, 
V cruelly my jealous fpleen you raifc I 
jer boits-ilp in 'my hot labouring bread, 
: to be hid, andt Icfs to be fuppreft. 

:d, 'twixt the rage, the fondnefs, and the ib^nte, 
* fpeech, nor thoughts, nor looks, remain the fame* 
<\c as wind my various colour ihoirs, 
1 with my tide of paiTion ebbs and flows : 
irs, ftealing, fall diftill'd by foft defirc, 
ihew the melting ilownefs of the fire. 

, when 1 fee that livid neck betray 

5 drunken youth's too rudely wanton play; 

Jen on thofe pall'.vc lips the mark I find 

frantic boihng kitfcs left behind ; 

ive, to think thefe cruel tokens fliew 

ings 1 can not mi (lake, .and .would not know. 

How 
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^ow fond *s the hope, how.foolifli, and how vaia, 
Of lafting'lovc from the ungrateful fwain, 
Who thatfoft lip fo roughly, can invade. 
Hurting with cruel joy the tender maid ? 

i<iuickly they 're. glutted who fo fierce devour ; 
They fuck the cellar, and throw by the flower. 

But, oh, thrice happy they that equal move 
In.an unbroken yoke of faithful love ! 
Whom no complaint, no ftrife, no jealoufy, 
:Sets from their gentle, grateful bondage free ; 
But (lill they dear faft mutual flaves remain^ 
.Till.Death unkindly breaks theanwiliing chain. 

HORACIE, BOOK 1. ODE XXIH. 

BY MR. G L A N V I L L. 

TXT" HEN, Chloc, by your flavc purfued^ 
^^ Why ftiould you fly fo faft*! 
*So the ftray'd fawn i' th* pathlefs wood 
To her loft dam makes hade. 

.Each noife alarms, and all things add 

New terror to her fear ; 
"She darts at every dancing'fhadc, 

Eacli breath of Tinging air. 

With every leaf, each bufli that fliakes. 
Throughout the murmuring grove. 

Her fympathetic heart partakes ; 
bhc trembles as they move* 

Fond 
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a^ond Maid, unlike the wolf and boar, 

I hunt, not to dcftroy : 
'My utmoft prey would be no more 

Than you might give with joy. 

UrjjM-on by foft and gentle love, 

I harmlefsly purfuc : 
Your flight to me may cruel prove, 

Bjit not my chace to you. 

Ceafc idle dreams of fancy'd harms. 

To childifli fears trepans 5 
Leave running to thy mother's arras. 

Who now an. fit, for man's. 

O R A C £, BOO K ir. ODE XIL 

B .Y MP.. G L A N<V I Li. 

T R G E me no more to write of martial tilings, 

^ Of fighting heroes, and of conquering kings $ 

ir brave forefathers glory to advance, 

5W fubdued Ireland, and fing variquifli'd France;; 

U bow Spain's blood the Britilh ocean fwell'd, 

ith ihaiiie invading, and with more repell'd. 

», thefe high themes of, the heroic ftrain, 

it illAvith my low feeble. vein ; 

> equal numbers I 'd in vain .afpire, 

>w (hall 1 make. a trumpet of a lyre ? 

uch lefs dare I, in^an unhallowed ftrain, 

cat NafTau's wars and vidlories prophanc. 

HI better may in laftiiig profc rehearfe 

Things which defy my humble verfcl 

'Tis 
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^is a fond thing; try think to reconcile 
Such gjlorious a6lions with fo meaa a ftj'lc. 

Mc fair Lycinia's fofter praife, 
Her native charms, and winning ways. 
The Mufe ordain'd to fing in gentle lays ; 
. JMe the fweet fong, which Syren's art defies^ 
Mc the ferenely (hining eyes, 
And, above all, the generous grateful heart, 
>True to the mutual love, and faithful to its part. 

Lycinia, whofe becoming dance 
• With airy motion does Love's fire advance ; 
Whofe wanton wit, wild as her eyes. 
The tickled mind does pleafantly furprizc ; 
Whofe various arts a]l our loofc powers. alamj, 
.A grace each a6lion, and each word 's a charm. 

Ah, when her wiHing head flie greatly bends. . 
And fragrant kiffcs languilhingly lends; 
When with fond artful coynefs flie denies. 
More glad to lofe, than we to win the prize? 
Or when the wanton, in a toying vein. 
Snatches the kifs from the prevented fwain 5 
Would you then give one bracelet of her hair. 

For the poor crowns that monarchs wear? 
Would you exchange, forall thofc favourite iftes 
The fun laughs on, one of her. pleafing fmiles ? ' 
Would you, for both the Indies' wealth, decline 
The hidden trcafures of her richer mine? 
Not I, for fuch vain toys J 'd ne'er remove ; 
My wealth, my nomp, my heaven, fiiould all be Lov^; 

SON^ 
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SONG. BY MR. GLANVILL. 

TMPATIENT with dcfire, at laft 
* I vcntur'd to lay forms afidc. 
'Twas I was modeft, nor ihe chaile ; 
The Nymphy as foon as aik'd, comply'd. 

With amorous awe, a filent fool, 

I gazM upon her eyes with fear ; 
Speak y Loire, how came your (lave fo dull. 

To read no better there ? 
Thus, to ourfelves the greated foes. 

Although the Fair be well inclin'd ; 
For want of courage to propofe. 

By our own follyi (he 's unkind. 

A SHORT VISIT. 

OO the long-abfent Winter fun, 
^ When of the cold wc moft complatn^ 
Comes flow, but fvvift away does run ; 
Juft fhews the day, and fcts again. 

So the prime beauty of the Spring, 

The virgin lily, works our eyes;. 
No fooner blown, but the gay thing ^ 

Steals from th* admirer's fight, and di«s. 

The gaudy fweets o' th' infant year. 
That ravi(h both the fmell and view. 

Do thus deceitfully appear. 
And fade as foon as fmelt unto. 

Vot. IV. S Amynta, 
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/ ^mynta, though Ihe was more fair 

Than untouch'^ lilies, chaftc as thofe; 
Welcome as funs in Winter arc, 
And fvveeter than the blowing rofe ; 

Yet when fhe brought, as late ibe did, 

. All that a dying l^ait could eafe, : . 
And by her fwift return forbid 

The joys to lad, (he *s too like thefe. 

All, Tyrant Be»uty I do you thus 

Increafe our joys to make it icfs ? 
And do you only {hew to us 

A Heaven, without deiign to blcfs ? 

This was unmercifully kind. 

And all our blifs too dear has coft j 
For is it not a hell to find 

We had a paradife that *8 loft ? 

THE ENQUIRY AFTER HIS MISTRESS 

BY MR. HORATIO TOWNSHEND> — 

'TH HOU (hepherd, whofe intentive eye 
-*■ O'er every lamb is fuch a fpy. 
No wily fox can make them lefs ; 
Where may I find my fhepherdefs ? 

♦ Son of Horatio the fiift lord vifcount Townlhend. He 
•was member of parliament, firft for Yarmouth, and after- 
wards for Heytclbury; and was alfo a commiflioner of exci/f* 
He died Odt. 24, 1751, in his fixty-ninth year. Lxtiti* 
the late countcfs of Exeter was his dauehtcr. . N. 

■A little 
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A little paufmg, then faid he, 
"*' How can that jewel ftray from thcc } 
In Summer's heat, in Winter's cold, 
I thought thy brcaft had been her fold.*' 

That i& indeed the conftant place, 
Wherein my thoughts flill fee her face, 
And print her image in my heart , 
But yet my fond eyes crave a part. 

With that he fmiling faid, ** I might 
Of Chloris partly have a fight. 
And fome of her pcrfeftions meet 
In every flower was frefh and fwect. 

The growing lilies bear her Ikin, 
The violets Wcr blue veins within ; 
The blufliing rofc, new-blown and fprcad. 
Her fwectcr cheeks, her lips the red. 

The winds that wanton with the Spring, 
Such odours as her breathing bring ; 
But the rcfemblnrxe of her eyes 
Was never found l>eneath the Ikies. 

Her charming voice who flrives to hit. 
His objeft mufl be higher vet j 
For Heaven, and Earth, and all we fee 
Pifpers'd, collecied is but fhc." 

Amaz'd at tlus difcourfc, methoughc 
Love and Ambition in me wrought. 
And made mc covet to engrufs 
A wealth would prove a public lofs* 

S 2 With 
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With that I fighM, a(ham*d to fee 
Such worth in her, fuch want in mc ; 
And, doling both mine eyes, forbid 
The world my fight, fince (he was hid. 

THE PRAISE OF PINDAR- 
FROM HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE II. 
BY MR.. TOWNSHEND. 

np H E Poet, whofe too flattering hopes afpirc 
-■■ To reach the noble heat of Pindar's fire ; 
Like the fara*d boy, by no perfuadon won, 
Oppofes w&x6n pinions to the fun; 
The feeble wings diflblve in fcorching light, 
And drop the mad adventurer from his flight ; 
Whofe rafli attempts to gain forbidden fame •> 

Difgrace his fall with a more iignal fliame, / 

And only fcrvc to give the fca a name. J 

As headlong floods, fwoln with perpetual rain, 
No more their once-furmounted banks reflrain. 
Deep ftreams of eloquence, in Pindar's page, 
Swell with fuch uncontrol*d, impetuous rage ; 
Worthy the laurel's confccrated prize. 
As oft as his obedient pen he tries, 
Whether his pompous Dithyrambic fong 
In arbitrary numbers rolls along ; 
Or if of Gods he iings, in god-like words, 
Or Heaven-born Heroes, and their a6ls records ; 
No Bard fo fit th' immortal men to tell, 
.liy whom the fires were quench'd, or monflers fell* 

Or 
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' if his Mufe embalms the vi£lors' names, 
-nown'd for God-like deeds at Pifa's games ; 
Scribes the champions, and the 6ery deed, 
eafuring th' extended plain with winged fpeed ; 
ich zGtion with peculiar luflre fhines, 
nd warms us o'er again in Pindar's lines, 
. whofe eternal volume thus to live, 
greater pralfe than thoufand ftatues give 
Not lefs fuccefsful, when his ftyle he turns, 
nd fomc brave youth's too early funeral mourns; 
/ho might without the Mufe compafTion move, 
ntimcly fnatchc from the new joys of Love : 
he widow'd bride admits of no relief, 
fo intervals break-off her endlefs grief; 
'ill Pindar, with the power of numbers, tries 
o bring the lovely image to her eyes; 
/hom he defcribes fo virtuous and fo brave, 
hat in his nobler part he triumphs o'er the grave, 

THE VOYAGE. 

BY DR. SAMUEL WOODFORD ♦. 

A S one that 's from a tedious voyage come, 

'^ And fafc through thoufand flonns an iv 'd at home, 

Refolves to put to fea no more, 

Or boldly tempt the flattering main> 

How fmooth fo e'er it lie, or plain; 

But, 

♦ Eldeft fon of Robert Woodford,. »f Northampton, gent. 

le was borft in the pariih of Alihallows on the Wall, Lon- 

Sk3 don, 
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Bur, having drawn his broken hull on fbore. 
To fomc kind Saint hangs up his confecrated oar; 

I, who a greater fca had paft. 

The ocean of rough Poefy, 

Where there fo many fljipwreck'd be; 
Or on the rocks, or on the quickfands caft j 

Recounting what myfelf had fccn. 

And in how many deaths I'd been. 
Where fcarce an empty wifh or hope could come betwcefl; 

With almoft as confirm'd a vow, 

Rcfolv'd no Icfs to confccrate 

Some votive table, whi*h might ihew 

The labours I did undergo j 

don, April 15, 1636 ; became a commoner of Wadbam Col- 
lege in 1653 ; took one degree in Arts in 1656, and in 165* 
retired to' the Inner Temple, where he was chambcr-fcHo* 
with the poet Flatman, In 1660 he published a poem "Oft 
" the Return of King Charles II." After that period* 
he l.ved firfl: at Aldbrook, and afterwards at Benfted in 
Hnmpniirc, in a married and fecular condition, and was 1 
member of the Royal Society. I4cal. Jan. 1669, he took 
holy orders from bilhop Morlcy, and was foon after prefcntcd 
by Sir Nich. Stuart, bart. to the rectory of Hartlcy-Maldait 
in Hampfhire. He was inftalled prebend of Chichefter,. 
May 27, 1676; made D. D. by the diploma of archbilbop 
Saucroft in 1677; and prebendary of Winchcfler, Kov. 8> 
1680, by the favour of his great patron the bilhop of that 
iliocefe. He died in 1700. His poems, which have fococ 
merit, arc pretty numerous, as will ajipcar by his own ac- 
count of them in this Ode, and by the notes annexed to it. N* 

" 4 • A»i 
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And at a far more cafy rate, 
Give others the delight to view on land my dangerous., 
fate. 

Already was the facrcd plank defign'd. 
And in it now 1 fir ft aflay'd the deep ; 
When, thinking only near ii«e fliorts to keep. 
There rofc a fudcicn and temj)€lUu)us wind, 
Wliich made me leave the unfalurcd land hcliind. 

The fca before was cahii and ftill, 
And Identic airs did with my flrcamcrs play. 
Scarce flrong enough mv half-ftruck fail to fill. 
And throuj^h the yit-'hlii'i^ cryfla: force my way. 

Clofc hv did many a vcifcl ruic, 
Whofc pilors all with bay-i were gaily crown'd; 

And lo the iijurnuuii of the tide, 

Voices and mirths wcic heard aruund. 
Myfelf made there Anac!i:(;:/.. lute rcfouud "^ ; 

Which fpri^ijhtly fecurcl, ar.d wondrous bravc> 

And ics cht I;:ili:ig notes, tn ijavc ; 
But from the waters more, tiian thofe rough touch«< -. 
which I gave. 

'T would dill of notliir.g found but Love, 
Though I the various 'up^ did cftcn prove j . 
. Wherefore :icw t loves 1 did begin. 

And intcnr.ixM (i»s parts) my own ; 

Which loo!; fri;!!: vi;^our hum the llring, 
- And o'er the daiicin^); llooJs were quickly blown. . 

* Turn'd Ar.Acreon i'.^to Knj^lifii verfe. S. W. 
■J Made fcvcral Love vcrtrs lo Cl^ia & «1. S,- W. 

S4 I 
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I Venus fang, and ftolen joy, 

And of his flames who 'fcap'd at Troy **. 

And as the Thracian Orpheus by his fkill, 
To ranfom his Eurydice, is faid. 
And from the (hades brought back the dead ; 
My fong a greater miracle did tell. 

And thither chain'd in verfe alive Proferpina did lead ft 

Such was my fong ; but, when the ftorm arofe» 

Voices and mirth were heard no more. 
But every man fell ftoutly to his oar. 
And to the floods did all their ftrength oppofe, 
Hoping to reach fome harbour, but in vain ; 
They were with greater fury hurry'd back into the raJtin, 

Then might one hear, inftead of thcfc. 
The dying ihrieks of fuch as fliipwreck'd were j 
And thofe proud galleys, which before at eafc 
Plough'd-up the deep, no longer did appear ; 

But to the waves became a prey, 

Some downright fank, fome broken lay. 
And by the billows were in triumph borne away. 

]VIy keel fo many leaks did fpring, 
That all the hold with water was flow*d o'er ; 
And a fea no lefs dangerous rag'd wiihin, 
Than that which drove abroad the tempcft to out-roar. — - 

So over-board my lading ftraight 1 caft, 

With fome faint hope my barque to fave J| 

* Trandatcd the fourth Book of Virgil. S. W. 

f Claudian's Rapt. Prof. S. W. 

:^ Uainng had fo many croffcs, or, which is truer, fccir-»^ 
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But on the wind away they quickly paft, 
^nd my bed fafety was no hope to have. 
Yet by me (till the great Jeflean lyre I kept. 

Which from my couch I down did take, 
"Where it neglefted long enough had (lept, 
And all its numerous chords I did awake ; 

^He little profit, I refolved to make no more vcrfc, except 
th-e* argument were divine or moral ; and fo refumed my old 
^efign of paraphrafing the Pfalms ; which I began anew, 
Jao. 31, 1662, and finilhed the third of June, 1665. S. W. 

Dr. Woodford's Paraphrafe on the Pfalms, in Five Books, 

'w^as publifhed in 410, 1667, and again in 1678, 8vo. This 

^*a.iraphrafe, which was written in the Pindaric and other. 

'^airious forts of verfc, is commended by R. Baxter in the 

^«"eface to his "Poetical Fragments, 1681 ;" and is called 

^y others " an incomparable verfion," efpecially by his friend 

*''*-a.tman, who wrote a Pindaric Ode on it, and alfb a copy of 

''''^^irfes on Woodford's " Paraphrafe on the Canticles, 1679," 

^^o* With this latter Paraphrafe are printed, i. ** The 

X-,egcnd of Love," in three cantos, 2. "To the Mufe," 

* Pindaric Ode. 3. " A Paraphrafe upon fome fcleft Hymns 

** of the New and Old Teftament." 4. " Occafional Com- 

J>ofitions in Englifh Rhimes," with fome Tranflations out 

^* Xatin, Greek, Spanilh, and Italian, but chiefly out of his 

^^^ i fome of which Compofitions and Tranflations were 

'^^^ore falfely publiflied by a too curious collector of them 

**"'^tii very falfe copies, againft the will and knowledge of 

^^dr author. Dr. Woodford complains that fevcral of his 

f"«^anflatioiis of fome of the Moral Odes had been printed 

*^tcr the fame xncorreA manner. N. 

Thinkings 
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Thinking, fwcc I the waves muft try. 
Them and the Sea-Gods with a fong to pacify. 

I play'd, and boldly then plung'd downy 
Holding my harp fhll in my hand. 
My dear companion through thofe ^ths unknowiMMB 
But hopelefs with it e'er to reach the land. 
When lo, the chaflc larma, with a tlirong 
Of Nymphs and Tritons waired-on, 
As Ihe by chance there pafs'd along. 
Drove up her chariot by my fide, 
And, in requital for my humble fong, . 
Invited me with her to ride. 
And, fearlcfs of the way, with them my courfe to gaidB^ 
And down (he reached her fnowy hand. 
And from the floods me gently raised, 
Whilfl: all the Sea-gods on me gaz'd. 
And waited, ere they further went, fome new commaiKL 

Which (Iraight (he gave, and at her word the wind 
Backward did fcovver : before, as fmooth and plain 
The ocean lay j ftorms only rag*d behind : 

So to my harp I turn'd again. 
And all its filent fetters did unbind. 
No longer was I of the deep afraid. 

But, boLlcr grown, more anthems plaid. 
And on them put my chains, who theirs upon the waves 
Till, having many a country pad, [had laiJ. 

And cca fling the whole earth around, 
Tiie Noitn>\vc(t palfage navigable found, 

I on my native Ihore was cafi:, 
Anci fdtlU toucii'd the Briii(h Ille at laft. 

Thi« 
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is table as in colours 'twas expreft, 

d which Belifa's ♦ curious pencil wrought, 

ith ivy garland, and with bays I drcft, 

d to my Mufe's facred temple brought, 

ioping it would accepted be, 

^nd furely gain my liberty 

rro future fervice, and declare me free* 

c as I waiting in the court did ftand, 

a fudden ecdacy I fell ; 
\.nd, led by an immortal hand, 
Vhich entrance for me did command, 
\pproach'd the fane's moft private cell, 

me e'er feen before, where aweful dread and reve- 
rence dwell. 

»frs. Mary Bealc. S. W. — This lady was daughter of 
, Cradock, miniftcr of Walton upon Thames; learned 
rudiments of painting from Sir Peter Lely, and had 
e inftrudions, as Vcrtuc thought, from Walker. She 
itcd in oil, water-colours, and crayons, and had much 
nefs; her portraits were in the Italian ftile, which ihe 
iircd by copying feveral piAurcs and drawings from 
Peter Lcly's and the royal colle£lions. Her maftcr 
fuppofed to have had a tender attachment to her : but, 
ic was rcfervcd in communicating to her all the re- 
'ces of his pencil, it probably was a galant paflion, ra« 

1 a fucccfsfiil one. She died in Pall Mall, at the age of 
Dec. 1697; and was buried under the communion table 
t. James's church." Walpolc's Anecdotes of Painting,. 
[. p. 67. — Mr. Walpolc fays, that Dr. Woodford (whom 
Ukc he calls Dr. pyoodfa//) wrote feveral poems to 
nour,. under the name of BeJi/a (Bclifa). R. 

'Twas 
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'Twas not like thofe ftnuc lodges here. 
Which by that name we call. 
But a magnificeDt and fpacious hall. 

The roof with paintings garnifh'd aU, 

And where, in niches on the wall. 

There did the lively forms appear 
Of fuch who for their verfe the laurel fert did y 
Greece and old Rome pofleft the chiefcft place. 
And all the upper end their quarter was : 
The (ides were into fereral coafts deiign'd ; 
And by their countries you each name might find ; 

The lulian, French or Spanilh band. 
As they around did with their title (land t 

Britain as fair a fpace as any had ; [paid. 

And no lefs honours were to Her, than Rome or Athens 

Thither I tum'd my eye, and in the throng 

Of crowned heads trandated there, 
Whofe very names to count would be too long. 

The bright Orinda* did appear; 

And, though come thither laft of all. 
Made the moil beauteous figure on the facred wall. 
Afidc her fcveral niches were prepar'd 

For thcfc who Ihall hereafter come. 

And with her there obtain a room. 
As with her in the Mufes fervice they had fhar'd. 

Already were feme names enrolled, 

And in fa' r characters enchasM ; 

But who they were muft ne'er be told. 

Till they the fatal ftream have part, 
And after death have here their living ftatues placed. 

♦ Mrs, Kath. Phillppsj of whom, fee vol, II. p. 50, N. 

My 
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My Mufe alone thefc worthies could out-fhinc, 
As (he approach'd me there in (hape divine : 

Her golden hair was all unbound. 
With carelefs art and wantonly did play, 

Mov*d by her firings melodious found. 
As on her fhouldcrs the loofc treflcs lay. 

A wondrous mantle o*cr her back was thrown. 

And her gay myftic veft below 

In royal flate trail'd all adown ; 
A luce was in her hand, and on her head a crown. 

Aroaz*d I at her feet did fall. 
And proflrate lay till up (he bid me (land. 
Saying, " For this 1 thee did never call, 
But boldly to receive my great command : 

Arife j for, lo, a better fate 

Does on thy tuneful numbers wait. 
Than what thou in the deep haft tried of late. 

Not but that all thy labours there 
To thine own wilh (hall amply be repaid ; 

For I, by whom enroU'd they are, 
Second to none but Heaven in that great care, 
Which of thy verfe and thee I always had, 
*^^ill look fuch large allowance for them (hall be madej 
That all the damage which thou didft fuftain 
Shall not compare with thy immortal gain. 

^itnefs thy votive table, which I here accept 
Within my archives a fair room to have, 
(Worthy for the hand that did it to be kept) 
And thy mean name from dark oblivion favc; 

Tin 
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Till to mother temple that 's above, 
Rcferv'd for thofe who facred numbers piovcy 

And there at laft conclude their lore. 
Thy foul's bright image I hereafter (hall renuMre, 

Where fevcral whom thou here doil know 
(AmbicioQs at their vet}* ihrines to bow) 

Leaving their wanton lays behind, 
Like thee, and from all bafe alloy iiefia*d. 
More to referable ihe Eternal Mind.; 

With feveral who were never here. 

So god-like all their meafurcs were, 
(As JelTc's fon, whofe harp thou crft didft bear) 
In glory with the firft great Maker iliine. 
And have for mortal bays a ray divine. 

Bur firfl, my Sylvius*, thou again to fea mu(l go. 
And many towns, and men, and countries know* 

In ths new world f of Chriltian poefy. 
Part of \vhich long (incc was defign'd to be 
The happy fruits of thy difcovery ; 
Where none of all thy nation has been yer. 
The way fo dangerous, and the talk fo great. 
Nor doubt but it (hall recompence thy coft; 
And were it more, that age, they cry, th'afl lod, 

* By the name of Sylvius, he addreflcs his friend Thomas 
Flatman, a Lawyer, Poet, and Painter : but in the latter of 
thcTe i^rofcfiions only he arrived at any degree of excellence. 
Sec a Ihort fpccimcn of his poetry in p. 272. R. 

f To write of the Creation, never attempted by any Eng- 
lilhman, except in vcrlion. S. W, 

Wlicn, 
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icn, to fcnre me, thou didft the har * forfakey 

d for the long rohe the ivy garland lake, 

that which would thy name imniortal make* 

or I have honours to beflow, 

d regal treafures, though 1 rarely ihow 

The happv country where they grow. 

Ind though fome wretch the plague endure 

)f miferable poverty, 

rhe fault *s his own, and not in me 5 

lot that he is my votary, 

: under that difguife an enemy j 

, but tbey tloQC who count me fo, are poor. 

r me, this once, and once more tempt the main; 
!*hou (halt not unattended go : 
when thou next putt'ft out to fea again, 
be thy pilot, and the paiTage ihow. 
lay wonder not, for 'tis no more 
m what I feveral times have done before, 
len I my TaiTo through thofc ftraights did guide, 
i niade my Barus o*er the furges ride ; 
}fe mighty admirals which did extend 
nr country-bounds beyond the world's wide end : 
fas I conduced them thofe Unds to find, 
icre each did plant their nation's colonies 1 
h rpreading lefs their fa*ls than vi6U>ries. 
i there are yet more lands for thee behind ; 
d all the ww, like them, thou ihalt relKarfe 
5 birth of things, how they fioin nothing roiie, 
it Almighty Word which &all infpire thy verfe> 
d hcfp thee all its wonders to iifclofe, 
♦ The lludy of the law. S. W, 
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No ftorm upon thy maft (hall reft. 

Or any gales, but vernal, blow; 
The fca itfelf, to my great fcrvicc preft. 
In plains of liquid glafs (hall lie below. 
And its obedience to my rule in dancing billows only (hoWt 

And when thou home returned (halt be. 
And of thy native earth once more take hold, 
Myfelf thy bark will confecrated fee ; 
And for this new world thus found out by thee, 
Make it a heavenly fign, near that which iav'd the old." 

ON MRS. E. MONTAGUE'S 

FLUSHING IN THE CROSS -B AT B. 
BY MR. FLATMAN*. 

A MIDST the Nymphs (the glory of the flood) 
•^^ Thus once the beauteous JEg\c ftood. 
So fweet a tinfbnre ere the fun appears. 

The baihful ruddy morning wears : 
Thus tlirough a cryftal wave the coral glows^ 
And fuch a blulh (its on the virgin rofe. 

* Thomas Flatman was bom in Alderfgatc-ftrect tbooi 
i6i3, educated at Winchcfter, and in 1654 eleded from 
thence to New College in Oxford, which he left wilhooi 
taking a degree. He afterwards ftudied the law in the loDer 
Temple; married a yoang lady with a good fortune, Ko^* 
26,1672; died Dec. 8, 1688, in the life-time of his fa- 
ther (at that time a clerk in chancery, and in his 80th year); 
and was buried at St. Slide's, London. He is defcribed by 

Mr. 
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Yc envied waters, that with fafetyinay 

Around her fnowy bofom play, 
'Cheri(h with gentle heat that noble breaft, 
Which fo much innocence has blcft, 
^ Sfueh innocence, ars hitherto r«*er knew 
What mifchief Venus or her Son could do. 

Mr. Granger as ** one of the unfucccfsful imitators of Pindar, 
or rather of Cowley, in a fpccies of poetry which plcafcd more 
irom its novelty, than its excellence, in that celebrated writer. 
He compofod Pindaric odes on the dean:h of the duke of Atke- 
•marie, the earl of OiTory, prince Rupert, and Charles II. 
The duke of Ormond was fo pleafed with that on the death 
of the earl of OfTory, his fon, that he fent t-h«» author a 
ring, with a diamond in it, worth 100/. It is no wonder that 
the heart of a father, foftcned by the death of fuch a fon, 
•felt fomcthing in reading this compofition which a-n indif- 
ferent perfon canno: even imagine ; and miftook the natural 
working of his own brcalt, for the ait of the poet. Flatman 
really excelled as anartift: a man mud want ears for har- 
mony, that can admire his poetry ; and even want eyes that 
can ceafe to admire his painting. Some of his taftelcfs con- 
temporaries thought him equally excellent in both ; but one 
of his heads is worth a ream of his Pindarics ; I had almoll 
iaid all the Pindarics written in this reign. It does our au- 
thor fome honour, that Mr. Pope has very clofely copied fc- 
veral of his verfcs, in his ode of " The dying Chriftian to his 
^■Soul.** — Mr. Granger's cenfurc on Flatman's poetry is furely 
too fevere. He was one of the writers in " Don Juan Lam- 
•• berto, or a Comical Hiftory of the late Times," m»rc com- • 
monly known by the name of '* Montelion's Almanack," 
fiift publithed in 1^60 by J.Philips, continued in the two 
fucceeding years by Flatman, and faid to be a very faqstious 
•nd CTitertaining work. N. 

Vol. IV. T "^\v^nv 
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Then from this hallow'd place 
Let the prophane and wanton eye withdraw. 
For Virtue, clad in fcarlet, (Irikes an awe, 

^rom the tribunal of a lovely face. 

CEREAL! A, BT M R. J. P H I'L1P8% 

AN IMITATION OF lilLTOtr, '1706. 

*'< Per ambagesy Deonunque minlfteria , 

** Prxcipitendos eft .liber fpintus." Pst aoxivk 

.j/^ F Englifl) tipple, and the |xitent grain, 
^^ Which in 'tl)e conclave- of CeleAial Powers 
Bred fell debate, 'fmg, Nyniph of* heavenly ilesiy 
Who on the hoary top of iPenHnain-mavr ' 

Berlin the fcer didll viiit, whilft he fate 
*With a(lrolal)e prophetic, to forefee 
Young anions illuing from the Fates Divtn. 
TuU of thy power infus'd by nappy alb, 
Darklin^'he watch'd the planetary orbs. 
In their obfcure fojourn o'er heaven's high cope, 
l^or ceas'd till the gray dawn with orient dew 
Impearl*d*his large mudadhoes, deep enfconc'd 
JSeneath his over^lhadowtng orb ()f :hat. 
And an\ple fence of elephantin nofe. 

* On the merits of this-%'riter, Br. Johnfbm has.precladrf 
all ncceflity of enlargement. The poem here afcribfd to 
him is taken from a ifolio copy, 1706, commonicated fro* 
the Lambeth iibrery by Dr. Ducarel, in which the namcef 
Philips was inferred in -the hand-writing of Abp, Tennifw. 
It was publiAed by T. Bennet, the Bookfeller for whom 
^< Blenheim" was printed; a ftrong prcfumptivc proof of this 
dicing by the fame author. -K* 

Scorft- 
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Scorttful of keened polar winds, or fleet. 
Or hail, fent rattling down from wincery Jovc» 
(Vain efforts on his feven-fold mantle, ma4e 
Of Caledonian rug, immortal woof!) 
Suck^iiergy of foul to raife the fong. 
Deign, Goddefs, now to me ; nor then withdraw 
Thy fare preHiding power, but^guide my wing. 
Which nobly roediutes no vulgar flight. 

Now from th* fofanguin*d filer's recking flood 
Tardy with many a corfe of Bdtan -knight. 
And Gallic deep ingulft, with barbed Aeedt 
Promifcuous, Fame to high Olympus^flew, 
Shearing th' expanifeK>f heaven "with active plume ( 
"Nor fwiftcr from Plinlimmon's-ftccpy top 
The (launch ^erfaulcon through the buxom air 
"Stoops on the (teerage of -his wings, to trufs 
The quarry, hern, or mallard, newly fprun? 
Frem creek, whence 'bright Sabrina bubbling forth, 
Huns fail a Nais through the flowery meads. 
To fpread -round Uriconium-s towers her flreams. 
lUer golden trump the goddefs founded thrice, 
Whofe flirilling clang reached heaven's extremed fphcte. 
Rouz'd at -the blafl, the gods with winged fpeed 
To learn tlie tidings came, on radiant thrones 
With fair memorials, and impreires quaint 
Bofiblazon'd o'er they fate, devis'd of eld 
By Mulciber, nor fmall his &ill 1 ween. 
I'here flie relstes what Churchill's arm had vvrouglu. 
On Blenheim's bloody plain. Up Bacchus rofc, 
By Ihs plump cheek and barrel <bclly known, 

T 2 The 
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The .pliant tendrils of a juicy vine 

Around his rofy brow in ringlets curl'd ; 

And in his hand a bunch of grapes he held. 

The cnfigns of the god f with ardent tone 

He mov'd, that ftraight the neftar'd bowl (hould Hiff^, 

Devote td CHiurchiirs health, and o*er all hetren 

Uncommon orgies (hould be kept till eve^ 

Till all were fated with immortal mouft, 

Delicious tipple ! that, in heavenly veins 

Aflimilated, vigorous ichor bred. 

Superior to Frontiniac, or Bourdeaux, 

Or old Falern, CamparJa's bed incrcafc; 

Or the more dulcet juice the happy ifles 

From Palma or Fortevcntura fend. 

Joy flulh*d on every face, and pleafing gkc 
Inward afTent difcoverM, till uprofc 
Ceres, not blithe, for marks of latent w<yc 
Dim on her vifage lowM : fuch her deport 
When Arethufa from her reedy bed 
Told her how Dis young Proferpinc had rap'd. 
To fway his iron fceptre, and command 
In' gloom tartareous half his wide domain. 
Then, fighing, thus (he faid — " Have I fo long 
Employ'd my various art, t' enrich the lap 
Of Earth, all-bearing mother; and my lore 
Communicatetl to rlie unwecting hind, 
And fliall not this preeminence obtain ?** 
Then from beneath her Tyrian vefl (he took 
The bearded ears of grain (he moft admir*d. 
Which gods call Crithc, in terreftrial fpccch 

By- 
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y-clcped Barley. " 'Tis to this, (he cry'd, 
?he Britiih cohorts owe their martial fame 
Lnd far-redoubted prowefs, marchlefs youth ! 
*his, when returning from the fou^htcn field, 
►r Noric, or Iberian, fcam'd with fears. 
Sad (ignatures of many a dreadful gafli !} 
'he veteran, carowfing, foon reflores 
uiflance to his arm, and firings his nerves ! 
Lnd> gs a fnake, when fir (I the rofy hours 
[led vernal fweets o'er every vale and mead, 
LoUs tardy from his cell ol)fcurc and dank; 
►ut, when by genial lays of fummer fun 
'urg*d of his flough, he nimbler thrids the brake, 
Vhctting his fting, liis creflcd head he rears 
rcrrific, from each eye retort he (hoots 
infanguin'd rays, the difiant fwains admire 
lis various neck, and fpires bcdropt with golds 
o at each glafs the harraft warriour feels 
''igour renate i liis horrent arms he takes, 
\.pci ruding faulchion, on whofe ample hilt 
^ng Viflory face dormant : foon flic (hakes 
ler drowfy wings, and follows to the \yar, 
^ith fpeed fuccind^ ; where foon his martial port 
ihe recognizes, whilfl hu haughty (lands 
3n the lOUgh edge of battle, and beftows 
Wide torment on the ferried files, fo us'cl, 
frequent in bold em prize, to work fad rout, 
A.nd havock dire; thefe tlie bold liriion mows, 
Dauntlcfs as Deities exempt horn fate, 
Ardent to deck his brow with mural gold, 

T s Or 
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Or civic wrcjith of oak, the vi6Vor*8 meed. 
Such is the power of ale with vinesTembowcr'd,. 
While diingling bunches court his thirfling lips 
Sullen he (its, and (ighing oft extols 
The beverage they quaff, whofe happy foil- 
Prolific Dovus lav<eSy.or Trcnta's urn 
Adorns with waving Criihe, (joyous fcenes 
Of vcgctabffc gold ly Secure thay dwell, 
Nor feel th' eternal fnows that cloath their cliffs: 
Nor cuife th' inclement air> whofe horrid face 
Scowls like that Ai£tic heaven, that drizzling (hedi 
Perpetual winter on the frozen fltirts 
Of Scandinavia and the Bakic main,. 
Where the young tenipefts firft are taught to roan 
Snug in their flrawbuilthuts, or darkling eartb*d 
In cavern *d rock they live (4 mall need of art 
To formfpruce architrave, or cornicq quaint, 
On Parian marble, wnh Corinthian grace 
Prcpar'd)— there on well- fuel 'd hearth they chatj 
Whilft black pots walk the round with laughing ale 
Surcharged ; or brewed in planetary hour. 
When March weighed night and day in equal fcalc :: 
Or in-06lobcr tunn'd, and mellow grown 
With feven revolving funs, the racy jiiice. 
Strong with delicious flavour, ftrikes the fcnfe. 
Nor wants on vaft circumference of board, 
Of Arthur's imitative, large furloin 
Of ox, or virgin-heifer, wont to browfe 
The meads of Longovicum (fattening foil 
Replete with clover-grafs, and foodful lhrub)i. 

Pknte 
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with fprigs of rofcmary it {lands, 
ragon (at far as great with final I 
rrefpond) for fome Panchxan hill, 
m'dwith fultry fkies, thin-fct with palm,. 
vc rarely interfpers'd, whofe (haile 
hofpitably from the Tropic Cicb 
iver'd Arabs vagrant clan, tliat \vait» 
s A)ine rich caravan, which fares 
:ca, with Barl)«ric gold full frauolu. 
Britain's hartly fons, of ruflic mouUI, 
of arms, ftiH ijtiafh-th'afpiring (raul, 
' niy lioon : which wlien they flii»htlv piizc^ 
they, with high defence of triple hrafs 
ii'cling, live immurll (as erft* was tiicd 
)n*s chann<',.on which the iickening mooir 
wan, and chocrlcf^ mew'd her crcfcent horns- 
Demogorgon heard his flern behefl) 
the prevailing power of Gallia's aims 
there refiftlefs ravage, as of oUI 
haramond, the founder of her fame, 
jnt, v/hen firft his marihaFd pecrag^c pnfsM 
)jecl Khene. VVliat though Britannia boaiH 
a world, wjth ocean circurafut-d ? 
e that warms her Ibns t'alftrr h-iir claim 
th full vollcv makes her naval cuU-s 
:r difadrous doom to-opponent powcib ! 
>otent only to enkindle Mars, 
c with knightly prowefs recreant fouls: 
:c can encourage, and excite 
nd todittics blithe, and charmin.: (ott^:. 

T 4, ^ Thov>, 
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Thou, Palks, to my fpeech juft witnefs bear : 
How oft had thou thy votaries beheld 
i\t Crambo merry met, and hymoiog ftrill 
With V9icc harmonic each, whilft others fiific 
In mazy dance, or Cellrian gambols ibeu'^ 
Elate with mighty joy, when to the brim 
Chritheian neftar crown'd the lordly bowl* 
(Equal to Ncftor's ponderous cup, which aflc'd 
A hero's arm to mount it on the board, 
Ere he th* embattail'd Pyiians led, to quell 
The pride of Dardan youth in hofting dire). 
Or if, with front unblefs'd, came towering m 
Proftor armipotent, in ilern deport 
Refcmbling turban'd Turk, when high he wields 
His fcimctci: with huge two-handed fway. 
Alarm'd with threatening accent, harfher far 
Than that ill-omen*d found the bird of night. 
With beak uncomely bent, from doclder'd oak 
Screams out, the fick man's trump of doleful doom.2 
Thy jocund fons confront the horrid van. 
That cTX)wd(i his gonfalon of feven foot iize : 
And with their rubied faces (land the foe ; 
Whilft they of fober guife contrive retreat. 
And run with ears eredtj as the tall flag 
Unharbour'd by the wood-man quits his layre,. 
And flies the yerning pack which clofe purfue 
So they not bowfy dread th' approaching foe; 
They run, they fly, till flying on obfcure, 
Night-founder'd in town-uitches ftagnant gurge. 
Soph row Is on Soph promiicuous — Caps aloof 

4 ' 0^9^ 
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udrate an d circular confus'dly fly, 

le fport of fierce Norwegian tcmpcfts, toft 

' Thrafcia'a ootdjutaot, and the roai 

' loud £uroc1ydon*s tumultuous gufts." 

She fatd : the (ire of Gods and men fupremc^ 

ith afpefi Uand, attentive audience gave^ 

len nodded awful : from his fhaken locks 

nbroilal fragrance flew : the (ignal given 

' Ganymede the ikinker foon was ken'd ; 

kh Ale he Heaven's capacious goblet crown'd^ 

> Phrygian mood Apollo tun'd his lyre, 

le Mufes fang alternate, all carous'd. 

It Bacchus murmuring left th' aflcmbled powers. 

ACHANALIAN SONG. BY MR. PHILIPS*^ 

/"^•OME, fill me a glafs, fill it high, 
^^ A bumper, a bumper I '11 have : 
He 's a fool that will flinch ; I '11 not bate an inch» 
Though I drink myfelf into my grave. 

Here's a health' to all thofe jolly fouls. 

Who like me will never give o'er, [bowls,- 

Whom no danger controuls, but will take off their 
And merrily ftickle for more, 

DrowQ)^ 

^ From many ciFcumf^ances,.! have little doubt but thi» 
>avivial fong was by the author of <' The Splendid Shilling.'* 
here was, however, an earlier poet, of both the names o£ 
is author; who was nephew to Milton, and wrote fome- 
emoirs of his uncle, and feveral burlefque poems ; particu- 
rly, I. "A Song upon the Tombs at WeftminfUr," (molt 
obably that printed anonymoufly by Dxyden^ and copied in 
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Drown Reafon smd all fuch weak foesy 
I fcorn to obey her command ; 
Could (he ever fuppofe I 'd be led by the nofe,. 
And ler my glafs idly Hand ? 

Reputation 's a bugbear to fools, 
A foe to the joys of dear drinking, 
Made ufc of by tools, who 'd fet us new rules,. 
And brings us to politic thinking. 

Fill them all, I'll have fix. in a hand» 
For I've trifled an age away ; 
'Tis in vain to command, the fleeting fand 
Rolls on, and cannot fby. 

Come, my lads, move the glafs, drink about,. 
We 11 drink the univ-erfe dry ; 
We'll fct foot to foot, and drink it all out. 
If once wc grow fober wc die. 

this volume, p. 167;) 2; "'A Satyr agsinft Hypocrites," wlwh 
Jacob calls " a very ingenieus perfonnance/' and, 3. " The 
" Almanack of Montclion,'* (fee p. 273.) He likewlfe witW 
fevcral other fongs, all fet to mufic by Dr. Blow; fome plcc^ 
in a ferious vein of poetry, well approved; and burlcfqj)** 
tHe fifth and fixlh books of Virgil's ^hcid. — An ideal ^ 
of the fame name (affumed probably by Curll for the purpofe 
of deceit) was author of two political farces, both printed it* 
17' 6; I. " The Earl of Marr marred with the Humours 
" of Jockey the Highlander." 2. " The Pretender'sFl ghf, 
" or a Mock Coronation, with the humours of the faceti- 
** ous Henry St. John." Thcfc were by Curil himfclf. N* 

0» 
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ON A LADY'S PICTURE: 

t-y DR. Bft/>0BIB*9 NOT PRINTED IN HIS POEMS. 

k H, crutl hand, that could fuch power employ 
^ To teach the pi6lur'd l)cauty to deftroy ! 
igly flic charm'd before ? but, by his lk.il],. 
lie Uving beauty and her likenefs kill T 

Thus- 

♦ As Dr. Johnfon is writing the Life of this elpgant poet, 
vill not anticipate the entertainment my readers have fuch. 
»plc reafon to expeA, any farther than to Jay before, 
;m a few plain fa^s ; for which I am indebted to authorities 
lich it would be prefumption to mention on fo flight- 
occalibn. William Broome, fprung from mean parents iti 
lelhire, was elefted upon the foundation at Baton, and h^d 
e (almoft unheard-of) misfortune of being Captain of that, 
lool for one whole year, 1707, without any vacancy's hap- 
aing at King's College, by which means he was fupor- 
nuated.. I repeat the cxprefiion alm'Jl unbcard-cfy as it has 
ippened but four times in 160 years j viz. in 1619, 1653,. 
07, 1756. Being an excellent Greek fcholar, and univer- 
lly beloved, kis friends fent him to St. John's Coilege, Cam- 
■dge, where by their al&Ilance, and a fmall exhibition, he 
is maintained till he entered into orders. Soon after which, 
cidentally becoming acquainted with Mr. Pope (who was 
.on a vifit to Sir John Cotton, at Madingley, three m.Jcs 
)m Cambridge) an intimacy cnfued ; and he tramlated eight 
oks of the OdyflTey (as appears by a note of his own), and 
id the merit of being " Annotator in part upon the Iliad,. 
and cntireljr upon the Odyfley," That he farnilhed " the 

**• greater 
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Thus when in parts the broken mirrours fall, 
A face in all is feen, and charms in all. 

Think then, O faireft of the fairer race ? 
What fatal beauties arm thy heavenly face ; 
Whofe very Ihadow can fuch flames infpirc. 
We fee 'tis paint, and yet we feel 'tis fire. 

See with falfe life the lovely image glows 
And every wondrous grace tranfplanted ihowsf 

' Fatally 

<^ greater part of the Remarks from Euflathius> together with 
" fevcral excellent obfcrvations," is acknowledged by Ml* 
Pope ; who, it has been faid, promifed him a handfomc gra- 
tuity for his trouble, and when the work was finifhed, q»w- 
rcled with him, and difappointcd him of the promifed rcffir<l» . 
It is certain that Broome thus rcprefentcd the ftory to h'S 
friends. Yet, in a Letter to Lord Harvey, from Mr. Pope, 
who had been charged with " felling Broome's woiks printed 
'* with Pope's name," he tells his lordfhip, he printed n<* 
his name before a line of the perfon's his lordlhip men- 
tions. — " Befides, my lord, when you faid I fold another 
man's works, you ought in jultice to have added that 
I bought them, which very much alters the cafe; what 
I gave was five hundred pounds; his receipt can be pi»- 
^uced to your lordlhip/' Broome and Fenton, we kara 
from RufFhead, had formed a defign of tranflating the 
Odyfiey, while Pope was employed upon the Iliad ; and went 
through feveral books of the OdyflTey, which they defired him 
to perul'e ; he complied with their rcqueft : and, having mad* 
a confiderable progrefs in the work himfelf, adopted what he 
found thus ready, for the fpeedier advancement of his work; 
a.r,d indeed it is fomc confirmation of what is thus related, 

that, 
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-ally fair the new creation reigns, 

arms in her fliape, and multiplies our pains. 

Qce the fond youth 9 that eafe by abfence founds 

iws the dear form, and Weeds at every wound: * 

Lus the bright Venus, though to Heaven (he foar'df 

'as in her image by the world ador'd. 

Yet, painter, yet, though Art with Nature ftrivc, 

hough cv*n the lovely phantom ft ems alive, 

binit thy vanquifli'd art ! and own the draught, 

hough fair, defeflive, and a beauteous fault f 

Charms 

at, among the poems in Broome^s firf^ eclitton, there is one 
To a Gentleman who correftcd fomc of my Verfes,** the 
it of which he afterwards thus changed : •* To Mr. A. Pope, 
bo corre£^ed my Verfes." In the Life of Pope, p. 105, it 
aflerted that Broome received from him 600I. and Fcnton 
JoL Probably the coadjutors, finding that Pope got more 
an they or he expcfted, were dcfirous of coming in for a 
are ; hot, if they received what they agreed for, there feems 
> jnft ground of complaint ; and though Pope was not ge- 
TOQS on this occafion, if he had a receipt for 500I. to 
ew, there is little more to be faid on the fubjeft. — Dr. 
noome was for fome time Rcftor of Sturfton in Suffolk, 
bence he dates the dedication to Lord Townlhend (then 
leof the principal Secretaries of State) Jan. 16, 1726 ; and 
IS at that time chaplain to Charles lord (afterwards earl) 
^mwallis. At Sturilon he married a lady who had a good 
rtune, which enabled him to take the degree of LL.D. when' 
e king went to Cambridge, April 25, 1728. Upon hisreiig* 
ition of thcliving of Stirt-fton, he was prefented by the crown 
the redory of Pulham in Norfolk, in Auguft, 1733 ; and 
:Id it united to the re^ory of Oakley Magna in Suffolk, to ' 

whicU 
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'Charms fueh as hers, inimitably great. 

He only can exprcfs that can create ! 
*Coulcl'ft thou eztra£l tlie whicenefs of the ^fno^ 

Or of its colours rob the heareuly bow, 
^e( would her beauty triumph o'er tl^ylkHly 

Lovely in thee ! hcrfclf more lovely ftill I 
Thus4n xhc limpid river we defcry 

The faint refemblance of the flittering iky I 
O^er the clear wave the fun difprcads his beamSf 

And darts a brightnefs through th' enlighten'd flreuns:: 

which he was prefcnted by I^ord Comwallis, who afcenrards 
gave him the vicarage of Eye in Suffolk* The two laft pr> 
lierments he enjoyed till his death, which happened at Mif 
Nov. 169 1745. He was buried in the abbey chaieh-tlKyey 
by Dr. Gooch, bi(hop of Norwich. That ht was fawwHcdly 
< the Muiesy appears by his ** Poens on feveral Occafioosi" 
firft printed in the year 1727 ; ^gain in 173.9 ; a third time in 
1750 ; and lately in the colle£l'ion of the Engliih Poeti. Om 
of his poems is intituled, ** Melancholy, an Ode oocafioaed 
-<< by the Death of a beloved Daughter, 1723 ;" but it boot 
quite certain that it was-written on a daughter •of his ova. 
His ** Verfes on the Death of a Friend," which were priated 
in 1727, were afterwards very happily-enlarged, and applied 
to Mr. Fcnton, -who died in 1730. •* In The Sacred and 
« Profane Hiflory of the World conneftcd," vol. HI. p. 60, 
Dr. Broome is^meiutoned by Mr. Shuokford, under the liik 
of *' the ingenious. An notator on the Englifh Homer, whofe 
<' real worth, as well as learning, makes It a pkafure to me to 
" fay that I have a friendlhip with him." He left la 
only fon, Charles Broome, who died of the fmall-poX) in 
xj47i lacing then an undcr-^raduate at St. John*s CoUegCi 
Cambridge. N. 

But 
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Hut though the fcene be fair, yet high above 
Th' exalted (kies in nobler beauties move : 
There the true heavens appear, and there difplay 
A blaze of glory and a flood of day. 

ON THE 3IRTH-DAY 
OF MR. ROBERT TREFUSlSj 

1£ING THREE YEARS OLD, MARCH 22, 1710-11. 
BY DR. BROOME*. 

\KT H Y, -lovely babe, docs {lumber feal your cycr? 

Sec fair Aurora blulhes in the ikies! 
The fun, which gave you birth, in bright array 
Begins his courfe, and uihers in the day. 
Calmly ferene and glorious to the view 
ifie marches "forth, and drives to look like you. 

Fair beauty's bud I when time (hall ftrctch thy fpan. 
Confirm thy charms, and ripen thee to man. 
How (hall each (wain, each beauteous nymph complain^ 
For love each nymph, for envy every Twain ? 
What matchlefs charms (hall thy full noon adorn. 
When fo admir'd, fo glorious, is thy morn ? 

* Though it cannot abfolutely be faid that this poem is 
notfrinted in Dr. Broome's Works: the two copies mate- 
rially differ. The prcfent one is apparently the original, 
and preferves the name and date; the other is enlarged and 
4nore highly poliiheU. N. 
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So glorious is thy morn of life begttft. 

That all to thee with a«Niirfation run, 

Turn Perfians, and adore the rifing Stia* 

So fair thou art, that ff gtett Cnpid Kc 

A child, as poets fay ; fure thou art he. 

Fair Venus would miilake thee for her own. 

Did not thy eyes proclaim thee not her fon. 

There all the lightnings of thy mother's (hine. 

Their radiant glory and their fweetnefs joio» 

To ihew their fatal power, and all their charms, in 

thine. 

If fond KarcifTus in the crydal (lood, 
A form like thine, O lovely infant, viewed. 
Well might the flame the pining youth deftroy; 
Excefs of heauty JudiHed the boy. 

TO A GENTLEMAN OF SEVENTY, 

WHO MARRIED A LADY OF SIXTEEN. 
^ BY DR. BROOME; NOT AMONG HIS POEMS*. 

"HAT woes muft fuch an equal union briifg* 



W^ 



When hoary Winter weds the youthful Spring^ 
You, like Mczentiusf, in the nuptial bed. 
Once more unite the living to the dead. 

* It was printed in the firft edition of his Poems lyzy* 
•J- " The living and the dead, at his command, 
'* Were coupled face to face, and hand to hand." 

Dryden'is Virgilj^ .ffifl. Tiii* 

EPiS- 
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•E T I S T L E T O M R. B— ^ 

BY MR. FRANCIS K N A P P ». 
•T^EAR Friend, I hear that you, of late, arc growa 
"^^ One of thofc fqueamifh critics of the town. 
That think th6y have a licence to abufe 
"Each honefl: author, that pretends to mufe. 
*But be advis'd j why ihould you fpend your time 
'In Heathenifh fatire 'caufe a fool will rhyme ? 
Poor harmlefs Wefley ! let him write again. 
Be pitied in his old heroic drain ; 
List him in reams proclaim himfelf a dunce. 
And -break a dozen Hationcrs at oncef. 
What is 't to you ? Why Ihould you take *t amifsf 
If Grubftreet *8 flocked with tenants ? if the prefs 
' Isliugely plied, and labours to produce 
Some mighty folio, for the chandler's ufe? 
•"l-xt Grubftreet fcribble on ; nor need you care. 
Though every garret held a Poet there. 

You know, that are acquainted with the town. 
How the poor tribe are worried up and down ; 
How penfively the hungry authors fit. 
And, in their upper regions, ftrain for wit. 
Such a poor tatter*d fm all-beer herd they 're grown. 
That fcarce an author from his hawker's known : 

• Son of George Knapp of Chilton in Bcrklhire, gent» 
He was matriculated Dec. 16, 168S, of St. John's College, 
Oxford ; aad the. next year chofen demy of Magdalen College, 
Wood 11. 10*3. A Poem by this Writer is prefixed to Pope's 
Works, EngUlh Poets, vol. XXXII. p. xi. N. 
•f This farcafm is ill-founded and illiberal. N. 
Vol. IV. .U No 
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'!No jolly carbuncle through all the race 
Appcats to jUftify a P0ftt's ftcc. 
This a fuiHcient penanc« {•enw to ine 
For Higden's droll, or Settle's tra^y. 
Is^: not enough to ftarvc for writing ill, 
That they ne'eV iihe, but v^th they fmbak a him!? 
That their works Ohly fervfc to "wipe, at ivintic 
A candle, or foflic feeble bandbox line? 
Confider, and let charity prevail. 
What Chriftiah critic can Have heart to rail 
At fuch poor rogues as thefe } Befides, you know 
A true ftanch Poet can't reform— wHat though 
His works hlive f4imi&*d a lampoon or two I 
They that have once in print proclaim'd their namci 
Are ferifelcfs all of juftice, as of ihame j 
And none btit Iflationers iQiould r^til at them* 
Had e'er the lewdeft of riiem atl tbc grace, 
• Or confcience, to repent of making veffe ? 
For other fins, they feel remoffe fometimes ; 
3ut fure no Poet e'er had qualms for rhymes. 
Alas ! no wholfome couhtel can be us*<J 
J3y a poor hardeh'd wretch, when once be-muiVI. 
Then don't inhumanly your pains mit-fpcn^ 
On reprobates that you can never mend. 

Had we a parliament difpos'd to lay 
A tax on metre, or invent- fome way, 
in grand committee calVd, to re]^alaie 
Tliis among other grievances bf ftatc ; 
Then you migbt hope to hear an a^ would pafs 
To limit ail this Iwckney jingling race, 
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nd order lott^ ttomRRnifnriecs to iiBd 

/^hich Way tkeir ^ix» fduefly h inctin'cly 

;e how' it {lands aJS&£)red t0 -a .Mxi[h, 

ad as tMr taAeKts iie, •chtair l^ttilhels cfaufie. 

''hen a' poor AM to Tyburn **• idrawn, to Ac 

bere made a pendbluAi fbr^atieiw-tTlEey 

;t D'Urfey then Ms woeftd aaut Angj 

nd witli, " Ottod pecple «11 ^vc ear!" i«^is^ 

I gentle ,4fittf^teBdeifly refenc 

he inconvciiietice of 'his fddikn ftss. 

or mu (I j ud tdons •lt-5'niet be f ot^y 

It him for madrigids eompofe a ^xjk, 

;t Johnny CrdWi in *iild act ofticks <fcal, 

is wondrous IkUl in afnagnm reveal ; 

5t him in petty vcHb #rf«ribe his dame, 

nd edge his fonnwt with his >miftrefs' nanre : 

>top thief the wavbling 'mtiCvz fliell prelongv 

Stop thixf ':fiball be the burden Df the fong. 

nd Rymer * too <:for he abo\'e the reft 

tichly with a doable talent bled) j 

St him, for deep refltf6tions long renov«n?d* 

: lawful critic througii allXflfrubftreet own'^, 

be the judge of each fuburbiah Uy-, 
their acrofticks all the r&Jtles obey, 

smpos'd aeoortttng totheiintient way; , 
felon does with <as much deccnee fwii^ 

1 metre, as lye did before in ftrihg. 
I grant you, fuch a courfeas this might do 
o make them humbly treat of what theyiknow, 
ot venturing fur&her than their brains will go. 

* ThcHiftWio|gr»pheri'ofwhom, fecyiLI.p. tzo, J5F, 
U * line 
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S9« MISCELLANY POEM'S. 

But what (hould I do then, for ever fpoil*d 
Of this diverfion which frail authors yield ? 
J fhould no more on Dunton's counter meet 
Bards that are deeply (kill'd in rhyme and feet | 
Tor 1 am chann'd with eafy nonfenfe more. 
Than all the wit that men of fenfe adore. 
With fear I view great Dryden's hallow'd pagc^ 
With fear I view it; and I read with rage. 
I 'm all with fear, with grief, and love polfefi. 
Tears in my eyes, and anguifh in my bread. 
While I with mourning Anthony repine j 
And all tlie hero's mifcnes are mine. 
If I read Edgar, then my foul 's at peace, 
Luird in a lazy ftate of thoughtle^ eafe. 
No pafTion 's ruffled by the peaceful lay. 
No llream, no depth, to hurry me away 5 
Uymer in both profeflions harmlefs proves. 
Nor woundb when critic, nor when poet moves. 

But you condemn fuch lifelefs poetry. 
And wildly talk of nothing clfc to me 
But fpirit, flame, rapture, and ecftacy; 
Strange myftic things, I underftand no more 
Than laity Pax tecum did of yore. 
Therefore pray pardon, if I rail at fcnfe, 
And plead for blockheads in my own defence; 
For whom I have a thoufand things to fay. 
Which you muft wait for till another day. 
Forgive me if 'm too abrupt, you know 
I never .was methodical, like youj 
I have no rule to make an end but one. 
For when my paper 's out, my letter '5 done. 
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EPISTLE FROM F. KNAPP, 19J 

80 once lay vicars, in the days of Noll, 

When faintly Peters did in pulpits droll, 

By hour-glafs fer their fermons j and the flock 

JJighc fafcly fnore in fpight of zealous knock. 

Till the laA kind releafing fand was run; 

But, when the glafs was out, the cant was done. 

ON THE HAPPINESS OF A RETIRED LIFE. 

BY MR. CHARLES DRYDEN^ 

SENT TO HIS FATHER FROM ITALY. 

A S in a (hipwreck fome poor failor tofl:, 
•* "^ By the rude ocean on a foreign coaft. 
Vows to the Gods, he never more for gain 
Will tempt the danger of the faichlefs maioj 
But hugs himfelf upon the friendly Ihore, 
And loves to hear the raging billows roar, 
That fpend their malice, and can eat no more : 
Juft fo the wretch, who can no longer ftand 
The (hocks of Fortune, and is wreckM at land, 
Lays down the burden of his cares, to find 
A {jolltary place, and quiet mind ; 
Chufmg Content with Poverty to meet. 
Before a Fortune infamoufly great. 
Thus in refpcfl of gold and filvcr poor. 
But rich in foul, and Virtue's better (lore; 
He digs in Nature's mines, and from her foil 
He reaps the noble fl: harveft of his toil ; 
II'.s ihoughrs mount upward to their mother (ky, 
And, purg'd from drofs, exert ih' ctherial energy ; 

U 3 T^>«. 
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C94 MIS CELL A H^T P C 1 M &^ 

The dufky profpcft of h» Hfc grows cksov- 
And golden fccncs of happincfi appear. 

Tiicn, from the ftimmit: of philofopHj:, 
Secure hrmfelf, madtrndhtf mgf dtfery, 
InduClrious in the fearch of ti^irowfi m^crf. 
Like morfrng ant9, in varicnis paclls thcf rvm, . 
And Ihive in vain the rubs of ]ife to fhun ; 

Which meet and center in unhappinefs. 
One toils and ftruggks in porfuit of hmc. 
And grafps with greedioeis smieaipcy name ; 
Wiqg'd with ambition, others foar fo hig^,: 
They fall, aod cannot bear fo thin a iky : 
This wretch^ Uke Croefus, in the midft of ftore^.. 
Sits fadly pining, an^beUe^es he 's popr. 

The wife man If ughs at all their pains, fecure 
From lording paHions, which thofe fools endure. . 
pefpair and Hope are banjfii'd from his breaft; 
Agues and fievc;rs, that allow no red : 
And Lufk, and Pride the mother of.Difdain, 
And Third of Honour, with her anxious train, . 
>Io longer, warring, peace of foul deny, 
Bur, exiles of the mind, their once-lov'd maofions fy 
Mor Love miiplac'd, nor Malice, now control 
Right Reafon 's ufe, the guardian of the foul. 
The thoughts unbiafs^d, and no longer toft. 
Of folid judgement now fecurely boafl. 
His fierce unruly race of paflions die. 
And the free'd foul aflTcrts her liberty. 
Inftead of inward war, fweet peace of mind, 
Aod filen: eafe, with all tlieir (|ui€t kind, 

Th« 
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erN A RETIRKD LIFE. 29 j 

The nofelc regions of his hqart regain ; 

-And with a calm and gcfttTe cnip^Ve reign, 

^lence becoaves an amtcable guetl, 

And Peace, with downy wings, fits brooding on hh bread: 

Soft hours pafe over, Toid of noifc and iVifc, 

-And gently waft hiijj to the verge of life ; 

"While, .in a flbw and regular decay, 

35cath ftcals, unfcU, upon his fetting day, 

^s mellow fr.uitSjk ungather'd, drop ^way. 
Bleft- Solitude! O harnvkfs, eafy ftaiic ? 
Entrenched in Wifdom, from the florms of Fate. 
Thus, on a blcaky cUff, the regal tree, 
Affail'd by winds aod Heaven's inclemency^. 
Expands his branches o'er the clouds, above 
Their blafts, unmov'd as his imaiortal J<;>ve, 
The Gods fmile on us, and propitious arc, 
When Prudence does our.aftions firft prepare. 
The ftrokes of Fonune fools alone endure ; 
The wife and virtuous caa themielves i^uiv. 

This Charles of Spain and Diocletian knew. 
Who tiixMly from the tonquerM world witlidrowi; - 
Opprcft with &me, they laid the hiarthen down> 
And wifely, fbf contenc, exchanged a orown. 
Lords of thtmfelvei and of thwr piiTions grown,. 
Thoy made new realms and conquefts of their own : 
Nor had they need more nations to fubduc, 
Thcmfclves were emperors and empires too : 
Th* exterior (hows of greatnefs they declin'd. 
And, for an Eden loft, gain'd Paradifa of mind. 

Elyfium juftly was by Poets fcigp'd 
A fsac which none but quiet fouls obtain'd* 

U 4 Sweet 



t^S MISC£LI.AN^T POEMS. 

Sweet myrtle groves (where birds for ever fing) , 
And mead9ws fmiling with immortal Spring, 
Were fecret maniions of eternal reft. 
And made retirements for the pious bled. 

O I that kind Heaven would grant me a retrear 
Before I die, in fome fweet country featJ 
Or (if my wiihes have too large a bound) 
An humble cottage fencM \^th ofiers round. 
Where filver flreams in fluwery valleys glide, 
And rows of willows deck the river fide ! 
O, with what pleafure would my foul forego 
This riot of a life, this pomp of woe ! 
Supplied with food which Nature's bounty gave,. 
In need of nothing, nothing would I crave.; 
My future a6^ions fhould my pat^ redeem^ 
And all my life be fuited to my theme* 

UPON THE TOASTS OF THE HANOVER CLUB.' 
BY A. PHILIPS*; NOT PRINTED IN HIS POEMS* 

'T^HE reigning fair on polifli'd cryftal fhine, 
-■■ Enrich our glaffes, and improve our wine. 
The favourite names we to our lips apply, 
Indulge our thoughts, and drink with ccftacy. 

WWle 

* Ambrofe Philips, defcended from an ancient family i^ 
Lclcefterfhire, was educated at St. John's College, Cam- 
bridge. On his coming to London, he foon ranked among 
the wits at Button's. The great reputation he gained by Rls 
paflorals was the occafion of Mr. Pope's ivriting the 40th 

number 



ON THE TOASTS OF HANOVER CLUB, if 7 

Wliile thefe, the chofen beauties of our ifle, 
Vopicious on the caufe of freedom fmile, 
."^he ralh Pretender's hopes we may defpife^ 
L'nd cruft Britannia's fafety to their eyeSi 

umber of th& Guardian, on the merits of Philips andliimfelf; 
here he reprefented himfelf as the beft verfifier, and Philips 
i the better Arcadian. The enemies of Pope exulted, to fee 
im placed below Philips in a fpecics of poetry upon which 
e was fuppofed to value himfelf; but were much mortified 
> find tbat Pope himfelf was the real author of that paper^ 
nd that the whole criticifm was irony. On the acceffion' 
f king George I, he was- made a juftice of the peace/ and 
commiflioner of the lottery ; and when DoAor Boulter was 
dvancedto the primacy,- Mr. Philips went to Ireland with 
im, where he had confiderable preferments, > and reprefented 
he county of Armagh in parliament. Purchaling, fome 
ime after, an annuity of 400!. he rctui-ned to England in 
748; but did not live long to enjoy it. He was author of 
' The Life of AcchbWhop Williams;'* was concerned with 
)r. Boulter and others in ** The Freethinker;'* and wyote 
hree tragedies, "The Diflrefled Mother,*' 171 1; "The 
< Briton," 1721; and " Humphrey duke of Gloucefter,*' 
he fame year. But his greateft reputation is owing to abeau- 
iful winter-piece of his in The Tatler, dated Copenhagen, 
May 9, 1709; which Steele calls " as fine a piece as we 
* ever had from any of the fchools of the moft learned paint- 
^* ers.*'— He collefted and publifhed his own poems a fhoTt 
time before his'death; but it is Icfs to be wondered at that he 
(hould-omit this fmall epigram, than that he ihould have 
adopted (which he has done, Englilh Poets, vol. XLIV. p. 
J71) a fhortepigram of Mr. Jeffreys. See Gent. Ma^. Dec. 
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X9^ MISCELLANY POEAfS^ 
WRITTEN AT HANOVE ^=?; 

UPON TH^ MARRIA.GE COKTRACTED, BUT « Or 
THEN CONSUMMATED, BETWEEN THE FRI t<«- 

€1^$^:^ ^ofntA,^ ANy^ tub PMm:B b«¥au 

OF PAVSUA^ 

ANOarYMOtrS} from STJEEUB'S COLtKTRlOli 

Tf TKgoic youth, in whom a wailike grafts 
^ ■*• Siirives witU tlie fofuw^fe of aa aogtl f»ctj. 
l^o F»iFr wkev you your happy honB»g« pay» 
Caa kwg lefufe to name ti\& happy day : 
Vanquifli'd io Lave, your conscious rival tritt- 
To coaquer worlds, aad from liis p«iiien Qi^i 
Smviii^ to qu«H the torments of defpair, 
By jojw of comiueft, or by death in >var. 
Your fword (hall ftem his glory*s rapid courft,. 
As beauty's prize you won by beauty's force. 

Never could bride a form fo lovely boafl, 
Such majcfty in fo much fweetoefs loft ! 
Tlie due proportion every feature (hows. 
And a celeftial bloom around them glows. 
Whene'er (he fpeaks, the wondering audience find 
The fairell: mold inclofe tl^^e faireft mind. 
Eixc by her matchkfs charnxs, . amaz'd we awn, 
Berf«j£lion was rcferv'd for her alone. 
Their fatal force tJie wounded gaz?r feels, 
And liis preRimptuous flame vvitlvpain conceals ; 

* Whooi the king of Sweden had dcniaudcd in nsafrijge. N. 
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TO^HBPRIKCBTOF PRUSSIA; ig^ 

tthold^ tb^ heavenly maid with hopclefs cy^> 
!iro8 at a £f{ance> and in (ilebce dies. 
B«t yw, youog Prince, vAwft kifeiit befte fir'dy . 
i fecret li»ii^ tht> blifsfalhour dtfir'd, 
f W|^ 9i#<^ Wsrcms BOW poaTed 
Icr hean confenting you (houJd both be bled) 5 , 
im niles of ftate ftil! make yo\i wifli in vaniy 
r tedious forms unbounded Lore reftraia^ 
ifoTgent Htaven fbrcfaw th^fltccfs of joy 
00 fuddenly conferred might life deft toy ; 
jsd» BXJsdpg hig^ft hhti widi >uft alk»y, 
tic bxid^moflk made ; bucbid ths lover (by* 

EPIGRAM ON MRS. TOFTS.-, 

A BANIISOMB WX>MAfiL WiTU A FINK YOiCg, . 

EUT VEiL¥ COVETOUS AJN& P&OUD*. 

BY MR. B€»£; NOT FRXKTEP IN HIS WORKS.- 

^O. bright is thy beauty, fo charmiog thy fong» 

' As had drawn both tlie beads and tltcir. Orpheus 

aloDgt 
^ut fiK^h is thy avarice* and fuch is thy pr;de, . 
7hac the bcails muit have fUrv*d« and the poet bave died. 

1 o 
♦ This epigram, firil printed anonymoufly in Steele's CiJ- - 
iftion, and copied in the Mifccllanies^ of Swift and Pope^ . 
r afcribed to Pope by Sir John Hawkins in his Uiiiory of 
fufic — Mrs. Tofts, who was the daughter of a pcrfon in the 
.mily of Bp. Burnet, is celebrated as a linger •liitif.iii-'- 
Tior, either for her voice or manner, to the bed Isalian woo- 
len* She lived at the introduAioa of the opera into this 

kingdom^ 



^oo MISCELLANY POEMS. 
TO SIR GODFREY KNELLEET,- 

.ON HIS PAINTING FOR ME TBB STATUES OF 

APOLLO, VENUSy AND HERCULES. 

BY MR. POPE; NOT PRINTED IN HIS WORKR 

TTT^ HAT God, what Genius dUi the pencil move 

When Kncllcr painted thcfe ? 
'Twas Friendfhip— -warm as Ptioebus, kind as Lore^ 
And flrong as Hercules. 

kingdom, and fung in company with Nicolini ; but, being ig- 
norant of> Italian, chanted her recitative in Englifby in u- 
fwcr to his Italian ; yet the charms of their voices overcame 
the abfurdity. Gibber, in the Apology for his Life, p. 26, 
fpeaks of her in very high terms ; and in " TheTatlcr," 
No. 20, (he is defcribed nnder the charader of Camilla; a 
charafter, which, from her having rcprefented the princcfs in 
the opera of that name, was fuppofed to have difordercd her 
mind. In the meridian of her beauty, and poflciTed of a 
large fum of money which ll:e had acquired by finging, Mrs. 
Tofts quitted the flage, and was married to Mr. Jofeph Smith, 
a great collciflor of books, and patron of the arts ; who being 
appo.ntcd conful at Venice, fhe went with him. He livwl 
in great magnificence ; but, the diforder of his wife returningi 
ihe dwelt fcquellered from the world in a remote part of the 
houfc, and had a large garden to range in, where ihe would 
frequently walk, (inging and giving way to that innocent 
frenzy which had feizeJ her in the early part of life. She 
died about the year 1760; and her hclband about ten years 
after licr. His numerous and valuable cfiJlectlon or books was 
brought over to tKis kingdom, and fold by audliou. N. 
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iRSES PRESENTED TO A LADY, 
: A DRAWING (BY THE AUTHOR) OF CUPIIX 
lY MR. HUGHES*; NOT IN HIS WORKS. 

^ H E N generous Dido in difguife carcfs'd 
This God, and fondly clafp'd him to her breaf^ ' 
the ily urchin florm*d her tender heart, 
amorous flames difpers'd through every part. 

Iff 

This Poet's Life has employed the pleafing pen of Dr. 
}D, who has given the chara^^er of his genius from' 

but I am forry to fay that our Englifh Homer appears ' 
re aAed in thb cafe with duplicity. In a letter to' 
lughes, juft before his death, he thus exprelTes himfclf: 
uld to pod you might live as long as, I am fure, the ' 
itation of your Tragedy muft !" Letters from Eminent 
18, Lett. 290. In one to his brother, juft after his 
, with other elogiums, ** I am glad of an occafion to 
; you, under my hand, this teilimony both how ex- ' 
ent I think this work to be, and how excellent I' 
aght the author." Ibid. I. 197. And, which is ftill' 
to the purpofc, this laft <* tcftlmony of his real regard ' 

he ftylcs it) for Mr. Hughes," being given after ' 
ath, the editor of his Works was allowed by Mr. Pope 
blilh, as ** a greater inftance of the fincerity with ' 
ch it was given." Ibid. I. 205. Thefe are his 
. And now which is moft deferving of credit, a tefti- 
thus folemnly given to the world, or the echo, as It " 
of his peevilh friend, whom he was afraid to contradift, * 
:icer which he little thought would have been preferved- 

and 
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In Tgin flic ftrQvc to check the new-born firc> 
It fcorn'd tier weak e^fifays, and rofc the higher : 
Ib vsm flRmi feflft» ifttid hKtIt Tetbef te^ 
The Trojan youth alone employ'd her thought : 

: and printed:; «Bd vWicli» -wkk 'hli;t>tkerB to SwSfty hh tffiil3 
to recall ? At every tribonal, a 'vTitiids'^ko comraiidB lA*- 
felf* is difbelieved; if^uch an 'Opinion is ooC allowed 8d efti^ 
blifliy much lefs ihouLd it be ashnittod'to tvMacea dUnde^: 
and, on the ^holc, tlvc pafiage wbich Dr. Johnfbn has thus 
quoted can, with the eonliderate, only degrade afid condcmi 
the atthor «f k, tbdttgk'^' '«rh«t itx wakued-as tn Smm^ia*! 
■• *^ he made up as a ^genius." ' I trmnfctibe this paiSagetiMft 
• vrrker in "** The Gentleman's MflgaKincy kTT^j" f* VS^ 
■■' -who-appcare to ibe well informed. — Dt, JtobnTeto fcari^f*" 
*' fenced chat, "•< tJsough Mr. fi«ghe»'s ndf^noci in littwait 
' " arc in the RSographk very oftentatiouily diiplajair *c 
' << naoie of kis «after is fomew-hat migiat e f otiy contiB^? 
■ the Reviewer in " The Gcntleman^s Magazine, i779»"f' 
549, exculpates Dr^ Canipbell 4>y rMtspnaj^ '<< that it dm 
^-^< not appeair, or is likely, thi(t he knew it ; aud all that aa 
« be known ic. Chat Hi^ghes was-^a feUofw-4iudeht in logic 
** and ph'ilofbphy with ©r. Wotts - and Mr. "Say, peAtps 
** under Mr. Thomas Udwe."-^ It mitft be owned, htfwewr» 
that -concealing a m^ftor'a name is a arsnial fiattlt. If it H 
always to be mentioned, bow often mufttbe tiiB:ftersof £t^ 
and Wedmiivfter be named, though perhaps they have con- 
tributed little ! 'A lad may leave fchool before he comes »«kr 
them ; or even if he does, all theiive orsfix previous uftci* 
ought to have their proportionate Iharc of praifc. — An Oiit 
*< To the Returning Sun," which I have printtd in ToL Ifl« 
p. 87, is probably .by Mr/Hvfihes. K, 



'riERSES TO A LADY. jqg 

: Fate o|]^^'d her uorcwarded care $ 

fakcn, fcirnM, Ac pciilhM in defpMT. 

Jo fuch event, fair Nymph, you need to fear, 

lies, wkhottt darts, alone atoendhiin here $ 

:ak and unanh'd, not able to furprize, 

waits f<jr irfflaewte ftt>m your conquering eyes. 

ivcti tAraftge^the omeny then ; and may this provt 

iigppy prelude to fuccefsful iove 1 

ODE TO KING WILLIAM, 
r HIS SUCCESSES IN IRELANDi. 
BY J O M A T fl A II ^WIFT*. 

^ O purchafe kingdoms, «nd to buy venown. 
Are arts pocttliar to diiTembling France i 
J, mighty Monarch, nobler anions crown, 
Ind foUd virtae ^oes your name advance* 

ar matchlefs courage with your prudence joms 
"he glorious -ftrufture of your fame to raife i 
th its own light your dazzling glory ihines, . 
Ind into adoration turns our praiie. 

With mbch f^leafore I here pcefent to the poblick ki 
which tta4l been long fought after without fisoceit. That 
Swift's, I have not the kail doubti and it -is the note 
ous, as being the fecomi poem that he wrote. He refers to 
I the fecond ftanza of his <* Ode to the Athenian Society," 
cxprefsly marks it by a marginal note, under thetrrle of 
he Ode I writ to rhc King in Ireland." See the " EngVilh 
5ets,".vol. XXXIX. p. lo; and «Thc Gentleman's 

ftoal, ** Jtfly, 169 V* P' i3« N» 

Had 
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Had you by dull fucccflion gain'd your crown 
(Cowards arc Monarchs by tbat title made), 

Part of your merit Chance would call her own, 
And half your virtues bad been loft in fhade. 

But now your worth its juft reward ihall have : 
What trophiesand what triumphs are your duej 

'Who could fo well a dying nation favc, 
At once deferve a crown> and gain it too' I 

*You faw how near we. were to ruin, brought. 
You faw th' impetuous torrent rolling on ; 

Arid timely on the coming -danger thought, 
Which we could^ neither obviate, nor ikun, 

;Britanni» ftri«pt from her fole guard the laws. 
Ready to fall Rome*s bloody facrifice ; 

You ftraight ftept in, and from the monfler's jaws 
Did bravely fnatch the lovely, helplefs prize. 

Nor this is all ; as glorious is the care 
To preferve conquefts, as at firft to gain : 

In this your virtue claims a doable Ihare, 

Which, what it bravely won, does well miaintain. 

Your arm has now your rightful title ihew*d. 
An arm on which all Europe's hopes depend. 

To which they look as to feme guardian God, 
That muft their doubtful liberty defend. 

Amaz'd, thy a6i:ion at the Boyne we fee ! 

When iichonberg darted at the vafl: dcfign : 
•The boundlefs glory all redounds to thee, 

Th' impulfe, the fight, th* event, were wholly thine 
.3 Th. 



ODE ON KING WILLIAM. 365 

'lie brave attempt does all our foes difarm; 

You need but now give orders and command, 
''our name (hall the remaining work perform, 

And fpare the labour of yotir conquering hand. 

ran«:e does in vain her feeble arts apply,. 

To interrupt the fortune of your courfe : 
'our influence does the vain attacks defy 

Of fecret malice, or of open force. 

oldly we hence the brave ooramenoemenc date 
Of glorious deeds, that mjjft all tongues. cm ploy t 

k''jLLiAli *!i the pledge and earned given by Fate 
Of England's glory, and her lading joy. >' 

A N T A T A. BY DR. SWIFT* 

T N harmony would you cxcell, 
"*• Suit your words to your mulic well ; 
. For Pegafus runs every ;:acc . 
By' galloping high, or level pace. 
Or ambling, or fwcet Canterbury, \ 

Or witb a down, a liigh down derry. 

No 

• This Cantata was omitted by miftake in arranging the 
aterials for the Englilh Potts- It is printed wiih the 
ufic in all the London editions^ of Swift; and its hiftory 
ay be fecn in the Supplement to his Works. Dr. Beattic, 
tcr cenfuring the praftice of what he calls " illicit imi- 
tation," obfervcs, that "this abufe of a noble art did not: 
efcape the. fat ire of Swift ; who, though deaf to the charms 
of mufic, was not blind to the abfur^ity of muficians.^ He 
recommended it to Dr, Echlin, an ingenious geritlcm'*n of 
Vo L. lY. X « U^WA^' 
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No vi£h)ry he ever got 
By joggling* jogglingf JOggUng trot j 
No Muic harmonious entertains 
Roughy roldering* rufUc, roaring fbtins^ 
Nor fhall you twine the crackling bays 
By fncaking, Sniveling roundelays. 

Now (lowly move your fiddlc-ftick, 
Now, tanran, tantantivi, qwck ; 
Now trembling, (hivcring, quivering, quating, 
Set hoping hearts of Lovers aching. 
Fly, fty, above the iky, 
Hambliog, ^mbling, trdloping, lolloping^ gallopflg* 
Now fweep, fweep the deep. 
See Celia, Celia dies. 
While true Lovers* eyes 
Weeping fleep. Sleeping weep. 
Weeping deep, Bo peep, bo peep. 

EPIGRAM EXTEMpdRE, BY DR, SWJPT*. 

/^ N Britain Europe's fafety lies i 
^^ Britain is loft if Harley di;es : 
Harlcy d«?pends upon your (kill ; 
Think what you fave, or what you kill. 

'* Ireland, to compofc a Cantata in ridicule of rhis pwrile 
** mimicry. Here we have morions imitated, which are the 
^' rooft inharmonious, and founds the moft unmulical. — la * 
•• word, Swift's Cantata may convince any perfon, thatmuficfi 
*' if only imitative, would be ridiculous." N. 

♦ Not printed in his Poems. — It was inlcribed to the phy- 
fician who attended Mr. Harley whilft he lay wounded. Sec 
, Journal to Stella, Fehiuary 19, 1711-14. N. 

FRAG- 
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FRAGMENTS OF A RHAPSODY 

ON THE ART OF PREACHING. 

BY MR. CHRISTOPHER PITT*. 

OHOULD fome fam'd hand, in this fantaftic age, 

^ Draw Rich, as Rip h appears upon the ftage, 

With all his poAures in one motley plan, 

The god, the hound, the monkey, and the man. 

Here o'er his head high brandifhing a leg, 

And ther6 juft hatch'd, and breaking from his egg; 

While raonfter crowds on monfler through the piece. 

Who could help laughing at a fight like this ? 

Or, as a drunkard's dream together brfngs 

" A couVt of coblers, or a mob of kings fj" 

Such is a fermon, where, confus'dly dark, 

JoinJShafp, South, Sherlock, Barrow, Wake, and Clarke; 

So eggs of different parishes will run 

To battc^i when you beat fix yolks to one j 

So fix bright chemic liquors when you mix. 

In one dark Ihadow vaniOi all the fix. 

Full licencd pricfts and painters ever had 

To run bold lengths, but never to run mad j 

* A confiderable p«rt of this poem has already appeared in 
the Englifh Poets, vol XLIII. p. 293. The variations 
and additions in the prefent copy, however, which is printed 
from a copy in the hand-writing of the author, are fufficleat 
%o juftify its republication. N. '(* Dryden* 

J The other copy reads, 
.«. Join Hoadfy, Sharp, South, Sherlock, Wake, and Clarke." 
X a For 
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Tot thcfc can't reconcile God*s grace to (ia, 
^or thofc paint tigers in an afs's ikin. 
No common dauber in one piece would Join 
The fox and goofc — uhlcfs upon a ii^. 
Some ileal a page of (erfc from TilUxfon* • 
And then conclude divinely with their own. 
Like oil on water, mounts the prelate up ; 
Bis Grace is always fure to be at top; 
That vein of mercury its beams will fpread. 
And (hine more ftfongly through a mine of Icai. 
With (uch low arts your audience never bilk ; 
Tor who ^an bear a fuftian lin*d wirh (Ilk ? 
Some cafy fubjc^l chufc within your power. 
Or you can never hold out half an hour. 
One rule cbferre : this Sunday (pWt your tcxtf 
Preach one pait now, and t'other half the ntxu 
Speak, look, and move, with dignity and eafe. 
Like mitred becker, you *ll be fure to plcafe. 
But, if you whine like boys at country fchoolci 
Can you be faid to ftudy Cambray's rules ? 
Begin with care, nor, like that curate vile. 
Set out in this bigh prancing ftumbling (tile, 
** Whoever with a piercing eye can fee 
Through the pad records of futurity—" 
All gape — no meaning — the puff'd orator 
Talks mudi, and fays jufl nothing for an hour. 
Truth and the text he labours to difplay, 
Till both are quite interpreted away : 
So frugal claiiics infipid water pour, • 
Till green, bohca, and cotfcc, are no^more. 
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His arguments in fillv circles run 

Still round atjd. round, and end where ihcy begun'r- 

S© the poor lurn-fpic, as the wheel runs round, 

The more he gains, the more he lofes grounds 

Surpriz'd with folitary felf-applaufey 

He fees the motley mingled Icene he draws: 

Dutch paiaiers thus at their own figiiies ftart> 

Drawn with their utmofl uncreating art. 

Thus when old Bruin teems, her children fail 

Of limbs, form, figure, features, head, or tail ; 

Nay, though fhe licks her cubs, her tender cares- 

At bed can bring the bruins but to bears.- 

Still to your hearers all your fermons fort; 

Who 'd preach againft Corruption at the Court ? 

Againft Church-power at Vifitations bawl? 

Or talk about Damnation at Whitehall ? 

Harangue rlie Horfe-guards on a Cure of fouls, 

Condemn the quirks of Chancery at the Rolls, 

Or rail at Hoods and Organs at St, Paul's ? 

Or be, like David Jones, fo indiftreet. 

To rave at Ufurers in* Lombard-ftreet ?' 

Yc Country-vicars, when you preach, in town, 

A turn at Paul's to pay your journey down. 

If you would' fliun the fneer of every prig, 

Lay-by the little band and rufly wig j 

But yet be fure your proper language know. 

Nor talk as born within the found of Bow ; 

Speak not the phrafe that Drury-lane affords,. 

Nor from 'Change-alley fteal a cant of words : 

Coachmen wil criticife your ftyle ; nay, further,^ 

Porters will bring it in for wilful murther : 

X 3 TW 
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The dregs of the Canaille will l€X>k aikcw. 
To hear the language of th/e town from you ? 
Kay, my Lord-mayor, with merriment poifeft^ *! 

Will break his nap, and laugh among the reft^ f 

And jog the Aldermen to hear the jeft* J 

♦ » ♦ • ♦ 

MR. C. PITT'S INVITATlO^T 

TO THE RIGHT HON. GEO. DODPINGTON*. 

IN ALLUSION TO HORACE, BOOK !• EP. ¥• 

T F Doddington will condefccnd 

■*• To vifit a poetic friend, 

And leave a numerous bill of fare. 

For four or five plain diflies here ; 

No coftly welcome, but a kind 

He and and his friends will always find ; 

A plain, but clean and fpacious room. 

The mailer and his heart at home, 

A cellar open as his face, 

A dinger ihorcer than his grace; 

Your mutton comes from ?ijnpern-down. 

Your fiih (if any) from the town ; 

Our rogues, indeed, of late, o'er-aw'd, 

By human laws, not thofe of God, 

!No vcnifon ileal, or none they bring, 

Or fend it all to mafler Kingf; 

And yet, perhaps, fome venturous fpark 

May bring it, now the nights are dark. 

* Created Lord Mclcombe in 1761. He died in 176' 
f The Blandfojd carrier. 

Punch 



TO MR. DODDINGTON. sm 

Punch I have (lore, and beer beiide. 
And port that 's gcx>d, though frenchiBed. 
Then^ if you come, I 'm fure to get 
From Eaftbery *— a defcrt— of wit. 

One line, good Sir, to name the day. 
And your petitioner will pray, &c, 

TO MY BROTHER, MR. CHR. PITT, 
ON HIS HAVING A FIT OF THE GOUT. 

A MONO the well-bred natives of our ifle, 

** I kifs your hand, Sir," is tl^ modifh ftylc ; 
In humbler manner, as my fate is low, 
I beg to kifs your venerable toe, 
Hot Old Infallibility's can have 
Profounder reverence from its meanefl flave. 

What dignity attends the folemn Gout ! 
Wha^confcious greatnefs if the heart be ftout ! 
Methinks 1 fee you o'er the houfe prciide. 
In painful majeAy and decent pride, 
With leg toft high, on ftately fofa (it, 
More like a fultan than a modem wit ; 
Q^ick at your call the trembling Haves appear, 
Advance with caution, and retire with fear; 
Ev*n Peggy trembles, though (or autlwrs fail) 
At times the anti-falic laws prevail. 

Now, Lord have mercy on poor Dick f fay I; 
** Where's the lac'd fhoe— who laid the flannel by ?*• 

♦ Mr. Doddington's feat at that time. 

X 4 Within, 
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Within, 'tis hurry, the houfe feems poflcft; ' 
Without, the hoifes wonder at their relt. 
What terrible difmay, what fcenes of care! 
Why is the looty Mintrem's hopeful heir * 
Before the morning- dawn compcll'd to rife. 
And give attendance with his half-fhut eyes ? 
What makes that girl with hideous vifage dare? 
What fiends prevent Ead's f journey to the fair J? 
Why all this noife, this buflle and this rout ? 
** Oh, nothing— but poor madcr has the gout.** 

Meantime, fuperior to the pains below. 
Your thoughts in foaring meditations fli-w. 
In iijipturous trance on Virgil's genius dwpll. 
To us, poor mortals, his ftrong beauties tell. 
And, like ^neas, from your couch of ftate. 
In all the pomp of words difplay the Trojan fate. 

Can nothing your afpiring thoughts rcflrain? 
Or does thjs Mufe fufpend the rage of pain } 
Awhile give o*cr your rajrcj in ficknefs prove 
Like other mortals, if you *d pity move : 
Think not your friends companionate can be. 
When fuch the produ£l: of difeafe they fee ; 
Your Iharpeft pangs but add to our delight. 
We Ml wifli you Hill the Gout, if Hill you write. 

* Mr. Pitt's fervant, the fon of a blackfmith. 

f Another fervant of Mr. Pitt. 

J Blandford fair; two miles from Pimpem, Mr. Pitt's rec- 
tory, where h« was born, ami where he died April, 13, 17,48. 
aged 48. See his epitaph in Hutchins's Dorfet, I. 82. N. 

VERSES 
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VERSES BY MR. POPE. 
TO MR. C. ST. JAMES'S PLACEi. 

LONDON, OCTOBER. 22* 

T7 E W vvonls are bcft ; I wifli you wcH ; 

■^ Bethel, I'm fold, will, foon be here z 
Some morning-walks along the Mall, 

And eveoiDg Friends, will end the year. 
If, in tliis interval, between 

The falling leaf and coming frofl*, 
You plcafc to Ice, on Twic'uaih green, 

Your fiiend, jour poet, and your hoft j 
I^'or three whol« days you htve may reft 

From office, bufinefs, news, and ftrifc ; 
^nd (what mofl: folks would think a jell)* 
Want nothing clfe, except your wife.. 

ON THE CHURCH. 
ANONYMOUS; FROM DR. Z. GREY'S M5S. 

-^^^ O O D Hahfax and pious WhArton crv, 
^^ •♦ The Church has vapours ; there's no dangers nigh !** 
Xn thofe we love not, we no danger fee ; 
>Vs, were thcv liang'd, where would the danger be? 
%ut we mull filcnt be amidft our fears ; 
^nd truft not to our fcnfes, but our peers. 
So ravilhcrs, when pall all fenfe of Ihame, 
l^irft (top her mouthy and then deflower the dame. 



314 MISCEL-LANY POEMS. 

VERSES BY LORD HALIFAX* 
FROM DR. GREY'S MSB, 

A L L the materials are the fame 
^^ Of beauty and dcfire. 
In a fair woman's goodly frame 
No brightnefs is without a flame^ 
No flame without a fire. 
Then tell me what thofe creatures are^ 
That would be thought both chafte and fair? 

Go alk but thy philofophy 
What gives her lips the balm. 
What makes her breails to heave fo high. 
What Ipirit gives motion to her eye. 
Or moiftures to her palm ? 
Then tell me, &c. 

Ah Cxiia, then, be not fo nice 
For that betrays thy thoughts and thee ; 
There 's not a feature or a grace 
Bedecks chy body or thy face. 
But pimps vwthin for me. 
Then tell me, &c. 

SONG. BY THE EARL OF DORSET. 
KOT PRINTED IN HIS POEMSr 

/^ORYDON, beneath a willow, 
^^ By a murmuring current laid. 
His arm reclined, the lover's pillow, 
Thu6 addreii'd the charming maid. 

«0! 
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« O! my SachariiTa, telly 

How could Nature take delight, 
That a heart fo hard ihould dwell. 

In a frame fo foft and white I 

Could you feel but half the anguifli. 

Half the tortures, that I bear, 
How for you I daily languiih. 

You 'd be kind as you are fau*. 

See the fire that in me reigns, 

01 behold a burning man ! 
Think J feel my dying pains, 

And be cruel if you can." 

With her conquefl pleas'd, the dame 

Cried, with an infulting look, 
" Yes, I fain would quench your flame ;" 

She fpoke, and pointed to the brook* 

TO KING JAMES II. 1684.5. 
N THE DEATH OF KING CHARLES IL 
BY MR. STEPNEY; NOT IN HIS P0BM8. 

i S vi£lors lofe the troubles they fuftain, 

^ In greater trophies which the triumphs gain r 

ad martyrs, when the joyful crown is given, 

•rget the pain by which they purchased Heaven : 

» when the Phoenix of our empire died, 

id with a greater heir the throne fupplied> 

>ur glory diflipates our mournful dew, 

id turns our grief for Charley to Joy tor yoo* 
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Myfterious Fate f wliofe one decree could prove: 
The hi;^h extreme of cruelty and iovd ! 

May then no flight of a blafphcming Mufe 
Thofe wife refolves of Providence accufe, 
Which eas'd our Atlas of his glorious weighty 
Since ftronger Hercules fupports the ft ate ! 
England no more (hall penfive thoughts emplo)',. 
On him fhe 's loft, but him (he has enjoy. 
So Ariadne, when her Lover fled, • 

And Bacchu-s honour'd'the deferred bed, 
Ceas'd with her tears to raifc the fwelling flood,. 
Forgot her Thefeus, artd" cnvbrac'd the God, 

ON <^EEN Caroline's rebuilding the lodgings 

OF THE BLACK PRINCE, AND HENdY T. 
AT (^EEN's college, O^CFORD*- 

BY MR. TICKELL*; NOT IN HIS WORKS. 

WHERE bold and graceful foars, fecure of fame,. 
The pile> no\v worthy great Pliilippa's naine^. 
Mark that old ruin, Gothic and uncouth,. 
Where the Black Edward pafs'd his beardlefs youtB? 

And 

* Thomas TicRell, an Englifli Poet of an exrellent gcniui^ 
•was the fon of the Rev. Richard Tickell, a clergyman well- 
crefcrred in the North of England. Whillt fellow of Queen's 
Colk-gf, Oxford, he fo eftedlually made Mr. Addifon his 
friend, hy a comj'limentary copy of verles on *< Rofamend," 
that he obtained the office of under fecretary of (late; and, 
-when Mr. Addifon *s ill health obliged him to refign, bcib 
cfi'c^tually recommended Mr. Tickell to his fucccflbr Mr. 
Cfsggs, that he v/as continued in pAace till that gentleman's j 
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And the Fifth Henrv, for his -firft renown, 
Out-ftripp'<l each rival in a fiucknt's gown. 

In that coarfe age were Princes fond to dwell 
With meagre moiik.8, and haunt the iilent cell: 
Sent from the Monarch's to the Mufe's court. 
Their meals were frugal and thci/ flceps were (horti 
To coHch at curftou-tiroe tlicy thbughc no fcbm, 
And froze at matins every winter-mem ; 
They read, an .early book, the Aarry. franiev 
And lifp'd each coniltllacion by its name; 
Art after art ftill dawning to their view. . 
And their mind opening as their Mature grew. 

Yet, whofc ripe manhood fpreavl out fame To far,- 
Sages in peace, and demi-gods in war ! 
Who, ftcrn in fight, made echoing Crefli ring, 
And, mild tn cunqu«(l^, ferv'd his captive king 1 

ieath. Mr. Tick^ll was appointed fccfetaiy to the lorH jnf- 
:ices i-n Ireland in June 1724, and held thaft otRce 'till hi»* 
Ieath in 1740. . Hi^ bad the care of, an edition of Mr..Ad- 
lifon's worlt'sj to which he prefixed an account of his patron's 
ife, and a pociaon his death. TKe tranflatidii 6f the firft 
>ook of the Iii|idy whic^ has been afeyibed to Ticlhrll, was 
aid to be in reality the produftion of Addifoo, to prejudice 
:hat which Pbpe had jjuft undertaken: a notion certainly 
MrithoQt foundatioa. Mr. W^tts, the printer, aflured a. friend 
>f mine, that " the tranflation of the firft book of the 
'* Iliad" was In Tickell's hand-writing, but much corrcclcd 
'"* and interlined by Addifon." He publilhcd " Oxford, a poem 
'• inscribed to the right hon. the lord Lonfdale, 1707," 
Eolio ; of which I have not yet been able to obtain a copy ; 
but am promifcd -ity by a friend, for my next volume. N. 

Wh* 
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Who gain*d, at Agincourt, the vi£lor's btys ; 
Kor took himfelf, but gare good HtaTtfOy the fifaiiel- 
Thy nurfelings, ancient dome I td virtue fonn'd ; 
To meicy liOening, whilft in fields they ftorro'd ; 
Fierce to the fierce ; and warm th* o]>preft to five ; 
Through life rever'dy and wordiip'd in the grtre I 

In tenfold pride their moulderii^ roofs iball ihintf. 
The (lately woii: of bounteous Caroline | 
And bleft Pbilippay with uaenmvs eyety 
From HeaTen behold her Rival's fabric rife. 
If ilill, bright Saint, this fpot defenms thy esrte^ 
Incline thee to th' ambitious Mufe*s prayer : 
Of could'ft thou win young William's bloom to grace 
His Mother's walls, and fill thy Edward's place. 
How would that genius, whofe propitious wingi 
Have here twice hover'd •'er the Sons of Kingi, 
Defcend triumphant to his ancient feat. 
And take in charge a third Plantagetiet ! 

SONG, BY THE EARL OF GAINSBOROUGH*. 

THE Pcrfians ftrctch their Totive arms 
To Phoebus in his riling flate^ ■ 
I gaze on dear Myrtilla's charms. 

And meet thofc eyes that dart my fate. 
So the fond moth round tapers plays. 

Nor dreams of death in fuch bright fires : 
With joy he haftes into the blaze j 
He courts his doom, and there expires. 

^Baptift Noel, the fourth Earl of Gainlborough, was boct 
May 23, 1708 ; and died March 21, 175 1. His lordAup » 
jjot oicitioncd as a writer by Mr. Walpolc. N. 
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STANZAS TO LADX SUNDERLANfr^ 

AT rUNBRIDOE-WBLLS, Iflt. 

BY DH. WATTS; NOT IK HIS POEMS. 

"C^AIR Nymph, afcend to Beauty's throne, 
■■• An«l rule that radiant world alone: 
Let faToiiritet uke thy lower fphere. 
Not Monarchs are thy rival here. 

The Court of Beauty, huilt fublime. 
Defies all powers but thine and Tune t 
Enyy, that clouds the hero's iky. 
Aims but in vain her flight fb high... 

Not Blenheinv's field, nor Ifler's flood, 
Kor ilandards dfdf in Gallic blood, 
Torn from the fc^i add nobfot gra^ 
To Churchill*! houio, than Spencer's face* 

The warlike thatfd«f of his arm* 
X% more commanding than her cfaaniMf 
His lightning flrikts with leis ibj^iaa 
Than fudden glances from her tyns. 

H\9 captives feel their limbs cpnSn'd 
In iron ; fhe enilaves the mind : 
\Ve follow with a plcafing pain, 
Jind blefs the con<^ueror and the chain* 

1*he Mnfe, that ddift» in numbers do 
"What paint and pencil never knew, 
1^«ints at her prefence in defpair. 
And owns dx* ininucabk Fkir* 
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DESCRIPTION OF FAME; 

IN IMITATION or VIRGIL, ^N. IV., 

BY MJR,,. MILBOURNJE*.., , 

A Dreadful peft, fwift as infcftious air, . 

^ ^ To whofci lead fligUt congenial ills repair! 
At fii ft for fear fhe fneaks ; then, bolder grown, 
Imagines all the wide cxpanfe Iv.r own y 
Stalks o'er the groaning earth, her head loft quite 
In muffling clouds «nd ererlafting night. 
Her, Mother-cartli'-'tlity ft'^'*(-w^ilft*TCX*d fhe rag'd 
At Heaven, whofc flames' her *iant*htcetngag'd) 
The laft undying hidteij^ monftcr borej •' ' • • 
More fear'd, move, tf visible'. f chpa ^11. before. 
Her feet out-ftrip impetuous Npalicrij,"vi;id8| 
Her wings the rapicttl^gU« of laboyiriDg tiiiii^> 
Horrid and hug«i po yvWfe vaft bulH appeats 
As many watchful eycs,.and liftcning cars,*. 

** Luke Milbou*ne, tyFPeitrilfcroTce Hall, Cambridge, M.A. 
rc<Elor of St. pthclbttrgfcV, ikid lecturer of St, Leonard, Shore- 
<iitch 1 author of a « Poetical TranHatioft of the PfalfnS) 
** 1698;" of a volume, called." Notes on Dryden's Virgili 
*< 1698; of " Tom of Bedlam's Anfwer to Hoadly, &c." 
He is frequently coupled with Blackmore by Drydcn in hi*. 
Poems; and by Pope in *< The Art of Criticifm;" and is 
mentioned in *' The Dunciad." A whimfical copy of Latin 
verfct*, by Luke Milboume, B. A. is in the. " Lacryma Can- 
« labrlgicnfes, i^>70,** on ll\e Death bf Henrietta dutchcfs of 
Orleans. His abilities are very candidly difcufied in Pr« 
Johufon's " Lite of Drydcn.'' He died April 15, 172c. N. 

Stalks 
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And g^ing mouths, as many tongues refound, 
As plumes on that prodigious bulk are found. 
13y night, through middle air ihe wings her way, 
Her fcreaming notes the gloomy world difmay ; 
Her brcaiVwith thin fantaftic rumours fill'd. 
Her wakeful eyes to no foft {lumbers yield ; 
By day, (he (its perch'd on forae towering height. 
From whence large towns her noify peals affright t 
Whole countries quake around at Fame's furprize, 
Whilft truth (he rarely vends among a thoufand lyes. 

ALMAHIDE, ANODE. 

BY MR. HENRY ST. JOHN, 

AFTERWARDS LORD BOLINGBROKE*. 

FIRST PRINTED IN 17OI, 

T O N G had I wandefd from the Mufes' fcai, 

^— ^ Where, ever prefent to the Poet's eyes, 

A thoufand grateful objefts rife $ 

Whers all is gay, and all isfweet; 

Where when pafl images we find. 

By Memory with thefe combined. 

She from her (lore of fading fcnfe can move, 

And frame no fancy but of joy and love j 

Where 

* Thi^ truly .extraordinary' genius is fuppofed to have been 
born in 1672 (©r rather not 4uite Co early). He was fent t» 
Eaton when ten yeais old, ar.t! thence to Chrlft-Church^ 
Oxford ; where he received the title of LL.D. Auguft 27, 
1702. He marricti hlu firfi lady ^Frances daughter of Sir H. 
WincKcomb of Bucklebury) in 17004 and took his feat ia 
ihe houfc of commons iW Wooton Balfet the fame year. 

Vol. 1Y. Y Haviiif 
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Where every Mufe, and etery Grace refides. 
The facred temple where Apollo hides. 
From the prophane or vulgar eyes. 

His awful myfterics. 
This blooming garden of the Delian God 

Long fince I left, new paths to try ; 

On rough uneven ground I trod, 

And fought the gloomy dark abode 

Of VVifdom and Philofophy. 

From 

Having greatly diftinguiihed himfelf in that aflcmbly, he 
was appointed fccretary at war, April 20, 1704; and rc- 
figned Feb. 12, 1707-8. He fuccecded Mr. Boyle, as fecrc- 
tary of date, Sept. 21, 1710: was created baron St. Joiin 
and vifcount Bolingbroke, July 7, 17 12; an honour which 
he received with much relu&aace, having been difap- 
pointcd of an earldom (extinft on the death of Paulet 
St. John, earl Bolingbroke, 0£t, 5, 171 1) and of the 
Garter ; and was made lord lieutenant and cuftos rotulorum 
of the county of Effex, Oct. 24, 1713. On the acceflion of 
King George, the feals were taken from him, and all the 
papers in his office fecured. Soon after the meeting of the 
new parliament, perceiving himfelf in danger, he withdrew 
into France. On his arrival at Paris, he received ski invi- 
tation from the Pretender, to enter into his fcrvice j which 
he declined, and endeavoured to foften his profecution at 
home. Retiring to Dauphine, he continued there till July 
1715, when he accepted a fccond offer of the feals from the 
Pretender. Having been difcarded from the Chevalier's 
fervice before that year was well expired, he fet to. work ia 
earneft to make his peace at home ; and procured a promife 

ei 
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Trom hence cfcap'd, with joy to thcc I come s 

Thee I re-vilit, now my native home. 
That magic land no more I '11 tread. 
Nor drink of thofe lethargic dreams 
That with their poifon taint the blood. 
And ftop the fprightly purple flood} 
That upward to the (ickly head 
Send lazy rapours, idle dreams. 

Agaia 

pardon, on certain conditions, from the King ; who, July 
1 71 6, created his father baron of Batterfca and rifcount 
John. In 1 7 17, Lord Bolingbroke drew up a vindicatloti 
his whole conduft with refpcft to the Tories, in the form 
a letter to Sir W. Wyndham, which is written with the 
aioft elegance and addrefs, and abounds with interefting 
d entertaining anecdotes. His Majefty having granted 
n a full and free pardon. May 28, X723; he retumed to 
i native country in June, at the very juncture when Biifaop' 
terbury was banifhcd. Obtaining an a£l of parliament, in 
ay 1725, to reftore him to his family inheritance, and 
cnaible him to poflefs any purchafe he Ihould ma1ce> he 
chltd upon Dawley in Middlefex ; where he amufcd him- 
f in rural employments, and in correfponding and con- 
ffing with a few feleft friends. He remained, however, 
11 a mere titular Lord, not being admitted to take his feat 
parliament. Inflamed with this taint, he again entered 
on the public IVage, and embarked ftrongly in oppofitioa 
ainft -Sir Robert Walpole; whith he carried on with ini- 
taWe fpirit, till, in 1735, ^^ * difagreement with his 
incipal coadjutors, he retired to France, with a fall refo^ 
ri^B never more to engage in public buflnefs. On the death 
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Again I '11 tafte of the prophetic rill, 
Which rifes fad by the Pierian hill. 
Phoebus all other nymphs forfook 
To chace Caftalia, young and fair : 
To 4*athc in her delightful waves, 
All other waters now he leav£s. 

«f his father, at the age of ninety, in April 1742, he fcttlei 
at Batierfca, the ancient feat of the family, where he pafled 
the remainder of his days in the higheft dignity ; and died 
Dec. 15,' 1 75 1. During the Latter part of his life, he was 
much in the confidence of Frederick Pf ince of WaJes, father 
to his prefenjt Majefty ; and is fuppofed to have been the ad- 
vifcr of the mod important ftcps taken by that Prince in his 
j»olitical conduct. — Lord Bolingbroke's fecondiady was the 
dowager marchioneis de Vilettc, niece to madam de Main- 
tenon. His political chara£Ver is fully difcu fled in the "Sup- 
** plement to Swift.'* — Mr. Walpole fays, " With the moft 
** agreeable talents in the world, and with great parts, Lord 
« Bolingbroke was neither happy nor fuccefsfuL He warote 
*♦ againft the King, who had forgiven him ; againft Sir Ro- 
** bert Walpole, who did forgive him ; againft the Pretender 
^* and the Clergy, who never will forgive him. He is ofte of 
<i our bcft Writers ; though his attacks on all governments 
^ and all religion (neither of which he cared directly to own) 
■*> have neceffarily involved his (lyle in a want of pcrfplcuity." 
'Ivio prologues by hira are here printed ; his verfes to Clara 
are in Dodlley's MIfcellanies ; and Mr. Walpole, who fays 

<* Lord Bolingbroke had a natural and eafy turn for poetry," 
^leniions ** an ironical copy of verfes in praife of the Chef- 
« d'ocuvre d'un Inconnu, prefixed to that book. The initial 

** Icttci-s. fubjoined ftand fpr his Lord.fhip*s name, titles,, ani 

♦cmplovmcnts, in Latin,"- N, 

' I He 
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e loorjiis here his golden hair, 

nd pliins^cs wi the luckl brook. 

ncc the goj' maid refus'd the gract, 

nd wouUI not fufFer his divine embrace r . 

ovv, wifcB grovvrv, no more flie *ll fly, 

ut chifps the god, and hugs the naked dc'.ty. 

.s mariners their canvas wings diflend, 
caving ihc pole to every northern blafi; ■ 

Southward their courfes bend, 

And, th' Ar6>ic Circle pad, 
he Temperate Zone wirh pleafure meet, 
/ith plcaftire feel th^ growing heat ; 

And, as they ncirrcr to him run, 

Salme the long-ahandonM Sun z 

Thus frqm tho frozen ikies. 

Where once bcnumb'd (he lay, 
ly Mufc to milder regions flies, 
.nd to ParoaiFus wings her way. 

Mc thinks, already in my heart 

T feel a fccrtt warmth arlfe, 
l'"liich, thence dilfus'd to every vital parr, 
lows in my face, and fparkles in my eyes, 

I fee the fummit of the hill 

With fpires ©f glory crown'd ; 
Lnd nearer now I fise the mound> 

Such was Apollo's will, 
Lais'd by the Mufes, to keep off the crowd 
>f thronging Poets infolent and loud j 
Vretches, whom though he deigns not to infpirc, 
Vould yet be plac'd among the golden clioir. 

Y 3 Ucr» 
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Here Garth appears, to wliom confign'd 

The double charge of Health and Wit we find^ 
Apollo, griev*d to fee his arts difgrac'd, 
Phyfic and Poetry at once debas'd. 

Their facred ends, for public good defign'd^ 

Perverted to deftroy and plague mankind. 
To Garth the double charge imparts. 
Of living Verfe, and healing Ans. 
Him when the God refolvM to fend. 
He bid Hygeia on his Heps attend. 
Bid every Mufe, and every Grace prepare 
To warm the Bard with all their fires. 
To join his fong with all their lyres. 

And make his matchlefs poem* all their car«^ 

But now arriv'd, I mount the facred hill» 
And joy and rapture all my fenfes iilL 
My melancholy thoughts retire apace. 

And fly like Dxnoons from the plaice. 

I feel, I feel the God return. 

He takes pofTedion of my breafl. 

And I with all his fury burn. 

Again I feel the pleaiing fmart ; 
Ix>ve fills his ancient throne, my heart ; 
A charming tyrant, and a welcome gueil. 

1 know you well, ye (ilcnt groves, 
Confcious of my fecret loves : 
Tell me bow often have I founds 
Beneath your gentle fliade. 
In penfivc aft upon the ground. 
The mournful Strcphon f laid ; 
♦ The PifpcDfary, •}• Lord Lanfdownc. 

Screphoii; 
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Strephon, the glory of our Britifh plains, 

The wifli of all the nymphs, and envy of the fwains. 

How often have I heard his charming voice. 

Through all the neighbouring hills refound^ 

While greedy echoes catch the found, 

And to repeat the heavenly notes rejoice ! 

With Mira* he begins his lays, 

And ends them all in Mira's praife ; 

Nothing but Mira dwells upoa his tongue. 

Charm of his heart, and fubjeft of his fong* 

Her beauty and her verfe alike fucceedj 

Nor can oblivion fear; 
For after-ages fhall witli rapture read 

What we with rapture hear. 
The powerful lute, on which the Thracian play'd^ 
Was by the Mufcs to the fkies convey'd ; 
One more bright ftar fhall in the field appear. 
And Granville's pen adorn the glittering fpherc* 

But, fofc ! I hear 

The founding lyre, 

And fee, the God is near. 

And al! the tuneful choir. 
I've reach'd the towering height^ 

'Tis here the Mufes ftay; 
From hence I '11 take my flight. 

And wing my airy way. 

* The countefs of Newbourg ? agalnit whom Br. King 

vrotc " The Toaft/' when ihe was grown old and ugly. N. 

y 4 Aloft 



3*8 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

Aloft ray Mufe and I will go, 
She fcorns to aim at little things. 
At heroes, or at kings : 
She cannot (loop fo low. 
To Almahide addrefs thy fong, 
It does of right to her belong. 
Soar like the Theban fwan on high. 
Nor ht afraid to venture nigh 
The flaming region of the Iky. 

Go on, my Mufc, go oa ; 

Boldly approach the Sun i 
And from his charioc-wheel 

Attempt to (leal 
l'- The facred fire 
That does the Gods infpirc. 
Then may'ft thou in immortal lays 
A more than mortal Beauty praife. 
Or (hould thy melting pinions fail. 

And I precipitate defcend ; 

Should my unlucky ftars prevail^ 
And give my days this fatal end } 
Yet in the monuments of Fame 

I (hall fecuriK a lalling name j 

And to have dar*d a thing fo great 
Will place me far a^X)ve the power of fatr. 

Then when I draw my hteft brearh, 

Should Almahide vouchfafe to fmile, 

That would compenlate for my death. 
And more than pay me for my toil. 

Staj 
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Stay, fooMih Mufe, thy hurry ftay $ 

Where will thy nvadnefs fud"? 

Jo Almahidc diref^ thy way,. 

And fcek no other Saov 

*Tis (he fupplics, 

With brighter eyes. 
The diflance of the God of Day. 
When they arc (hut, in Britain then 'tFs night. 
And we eternal darknefs fear j 
But, when the radiant balls appear, 
\Vc feel their warmth, and blcfs the rifing light.- 
Thus (halt iTW theme my fong infpire, 
And heat my breaft with double fire; 
And thus my humble Genius rarfe 
High as the Beauty that I praife. 
Thus be my want of ftrength fuppliedl' 
Thus may (he grant what Nature has denied! 
I afk no infpiration but from Almahidc 

In the World's early days, 
When firfl: Religion did appear; 
Religion, which has colt Mankind fo dfear; 
When Men began ro raife 

(Gods to thcmfelves, and then thcfe Gods to fear, 
Chofe various Lords, and, tir'd of being free, 
Of every Virtue fram'd a Deity : 
Had Almahidc been known. 
Had (he been borri to fhine, 
The^ had ador'd no other (hrine. 
And (ht had rulM the globe alone, 
• ■ ^ ■ •• . 

All 
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All thefe perfe^ions arc in her combin'd. 
The form of VeauSy and Diana's mind; 
Her rays a luftre like the Sun's difpenfe. 
And ihed on all a bounteous mfluence. 

A cruel glance from thofe fair eyes, 

A word by her in anger fpoke. 

Gives more alarms 

Than Jove in arms, 
And fwifter that his lightning flies^ 

And furer than his (Iroke. 

Only below ihe could not dwell. 

Or Hell would be no longer Hell. 

At her approach the realms of woe 

Would change their h(»:rid face. 

The burning flood forget to flow^ 

And Furies fly the place. 

And fee the lovely form appear 

Before my ravifh'd eyes, 
Clofe to yon cryflal flream the charmer lies. 
Behold her, fwains, behold her there; 
Inpending branches ihield the Fair, 
And beds of camomile the beauteous burden bean 

See, how, reclining on the grafs, 

In this clear brook, her faithful glafs, 

Firft (be colle£ls her fcatter'd hair, 
Then in treflcs. 
As Ihe dreflcs, 

Places every flower that's gay. 

Places all the pride of May, 

Not to adorn, but to compare* 

h 
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la vain with hcr's their brighteft colours vie j 

The blufliing rofe 

Its weaknefs knows, 
And vanquilh'd lilies own her vi£tor5% 
Kor raifes (he her head, but, downward benr. 
Approves her form, and, fmiling, feems content.. 

Obfcrvc the troops of Loves, 

That fwarm about the groves. 
Lean on their wings, and hanging, in the aii*, 
Midake tl\e nymph, and think their mother there. 

Gently, fwect Zephyr, gently blow. 

And make th' injurious mantle r-ife. 
And wound our hearts, and pleafe our eyes. 
Unveil the nymph, dear wind, remove 
Thofe clouds that hide this world of Love t 
And fee the friendly breeze obeys^ 

Saluting he betrays. 

Oh, give her flave to know 
That fea of milk, thofe hills of fnow,. 
And all the blifsful vales of joy below. 
He would, but can no more difclofe 5 

Rciifting robes oppofe : 

Tlie thoufand folds of that inviduous vcl? 
Infhrine their treafure and our fight arreft. 

Corporeal eyes no^ farther reach : 

But Fancy is not thus confin'U ;. 
Fancy can enter through the fmalleft breach. 
And through the fubtile plaits a palfage find. 

Thus having pierc*d the fcrecn,. 

Fancy relates what £he has feen. 
And tires the foul wliile Ihe inflrufls the mind. 
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.Thus wc, fond wretches, court our fate. 

Ami when the pointed. darts 

Incrcafc the pains we might abatCy. 
And plunge them in our hearts ; 
In vain We hope to find a cure. 

No remedy is nigh : 
Without rehef we muft endure,. 

And without pity die. 
•Fair Almahide gives love to alU 
All that dare look her vi£lims fait ; 
But (be licrfclf receives from none, 
Or, what 's the fame to mc, from One : 
One happy man that dwells wiihin thofe arms 
Taftes all her joys, and rifles all her charms.; 
While dying crowds of Lovers ftand. 
And look, and gaze, and vvifli to Iharc ; 
But Virtue with her magic wand 
Encircles round the happy pair. 
Thus when the Moon on Latian Latmas lav, 
And rapt in pleafure laugh'd her hours away, 
Her be^ty and her light to all mankind 
Without diQin6tion Ihin'd; 
But to Endymion was her love confined*. 

* ThelaH: tho'j-ht and the Jafi line are taken from a r** 
prr of vcrfcs of Lord Lanfuovnc's. I rlunk my felf obliged JO 
own the debt, though I am unable to j'ay It. H. St. Jojiy* 
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TROLOGUE TO ALTEMIRA, 

A TRAGEDY, BY ROGER EARL' OF ORRERY, 

WRITTEN BY MR. ST. JOHU, 

A N ancient Poet will appear to-night, 
^^ RaisM frona Elyfium to the realms of light. 
The foftefl: charmer of a charming age, 
^ITumes the bulkin, and alJcends the ftage. 
To move your palTions, aad yourliearts engage, 
iutji oh ! how hardly will he reach his aim, 
When Love and Honour are his only theme ! 
There was a time, when all thofc paffions felt. 
And foothing Bardt> could ftubborn lieroes melc 
An amorous monarch fill'd a peaceful throne, 
And laughing Cupids perch'd upon Jiis crown. 
Still in fomc breafts the Britiftj fpirii.rofe, 
Which fcorns all chains but what the Fair impofe. 

Then Ahemira might have hop'd fuccefs, 
A tender audience (baring her diftrefs. 
Then heroes, governed by fcverer rules, 
Had not been laugh'd-at for romantic fools. 

But ip tliis iron-age your fouls to move, 
I^ vain we try by honour or by love. 
The certain way to pleafe your vicious tafte. 
Are dreams of blood and volleys of bombaft. 
Dancers and tumblers now the ilage prcphane, 
Mufic and Farce alone our p'ays fuftain, 
Aod Ai'C and Nature leave the triflinj; TceQe. 



} 
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Yet Criticks, furc, for their own fake, to-day^ 
The Poet dei^d, will not eondemn tlie play. 
If you are wife, your ufual fpiteforhear, 
^Confine at lead your follies to this fphere. 
Let not the Bard, who to Elyiium goes, 
Y'our (hame to all the fleeting (hades expofe. 
'For living Wits your hlafting ccnfure fave; 
•But let our Poet's kurel fkrecnhis grave. 

PROLOGUE TO HErROICK LOVE, 
A TRAGEDY, BY LORD LANSX>0\VNE. 

WRITTEN BY MR. ST. JOHN. 

XT O W hard 's the Poet's talk, in ihcfe our days, 1 
^ -*" Who fuch dull palates is condcmri'd to pleafe, 1 
As damn all fenfc, and only fuftian praifel 
^Charm'd.with heroick nonfenfc, lofty drains, 
Not with the Writer's, but the Players', pains, 
.And by the Aftors' lungs- judge of the Poet's brains f 

Let fcribbling judges, who your plcafurcs fervc, 
Live by your fnules, or by your anger ftarvc; 
To pleafe you in your vain fantaftic way. 
Renounce their judgement, to fecure their pay : 
By written laws, our author would be try'd, 1 

And write as if Athenians fliould decide, f 

With Horace and the Stagirite for guide. . ' 

Applaufc is welcome, but too dearly bought. 
Should we give up one rule tbofe mighty maflcrs taugbt. 
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Yet fome, methinks, I here and there defciy, 
Who may with ancient Rome and Athens vie $ 
To whofe tribunal we fubmit with joy : 
To them, and only them ; for, not to wrong ye, 
'Twould be a fhame to pleafe the mod among ye« 

Chiefly the fofter fex he hopes to move, 
Thofe tender judges of Heroick Love: 
To that bright circle he refigns his caufe; 
And, if they fmile, he aiks no more applaufe. 

EPILOGUE TO HEROICK LOVK. 

WRITTEN BY MR. BEVIL HIGGONS*^ 

TTTHAT will the Galleries, nay the Boxes fay? 
There 's not one man deftroy*d in all out play. 
Murder and blood have long polfefs'd the flage. 
And pleasM the genius of a barbarous age : 
But, fincc the Poet's tafk *s the foul to move. 
And with his obje6ls make you grieve or love | 
Surviving wretches fliould more pity find 
Than they who die, and leave their woes behind. 

On .Athens* ftage, when Greece the world gave lawj 
Her fprightly dames our Agamemnon faw s 
They Ihar'd his forrows, did his fate bemoan, 
Ami always made the hero's wrongs their own. 

♦ Several poems by this writer have been given in thefii 
volumes. Some vcrfes by Mrs. Elizabeth Higgons (fuppofc4 
to be his fitter) arc printed in the Englilh Poets, vol. XXV, 
p. 182. among the poems of Lord Lanfdowne, to tv horn they 
ire addreffcd. They are alfo printed, with fome variations, ia 
:he Biographical Diftionar}-, art. Granville. N. 

3 "ft^ct 



336 MISCELLANY POEMS. 

liut then the woiW was gay, and Nature young, 
Men's palHons were more high, and fancy ilrong^ 
Pbets could either raife, or make fo fad. 
That going home, whole audiences ran mad. 
In vain we would your colder hearts infpire, 
And blow up flames without the feeds of fire. 

Tlirec thoufand years ago, illuftrious Dames 
Attended camps, and gave the Heroes flames; 
Now every .wench, wl^n batter*d and decay'd, ") 

To Flanders fled, where ilraight the rampant jade f 
^t once the Colonel ferv'd, and the Brigade. •' 

If Poets have the privilege of laws 
To challenge juries, who muft try their caufc? 
To iudge of wit, the Criric be debarred. 
Who often damns what he ne*er faw nor heard 5 
Befides, he ftill to Poets bears a fpite, 
:For never yet was Critic who could write. 

For you, the viler rabblcof tl\e Pit, 
'Who want. good-nature, though you have no wit, 
Malicioufly you imitate the times, 
Like judges, try the men, and not tTieir crimes ; 
With noife and nonfcnfe whom you hate decry. 
And, if demanded, give no reafon why, 
But when no pity can the torrent ftcm, 
Attaint the Poet, whom you can't condemn. 
'Tis on that (hining circle we depend, [To the LaSiS* 

For you ' 

Our Poet writes, in gratitude defend t 
Of Love and Honour, he a pattern meant. 
And took ihe bright ideas that you lent: 
Vour pidure drawn, ihew then the painter grace, 
Who fails in an inimitab'.t face. 

SONG; 



•TO A LADY MORE CRVEL THAN FAIR. 

JRY^DHR.- (AFTJERWARDS SIR JOHN) VANBRUGH*. 

TTT H Y d' ye with fuch difdain rcfufe 

An humble Lover's plea ? 

Since Heaven denies you. power to chufe. 

You ought to. value me. 

Ungrateful 

' " . 
■ * Th's excellent dramatic v/riter, defccnded from an antienc 

^mily in Gheihire, difcovercd au early. propcnfion to poetry, 

aQd4irchite(5iare, and foon became eminent in both. He fee 

out in li£e as an enlign in the army ; and poflcfTed a ready wic 

and an agreeable elocution. In fome of his winter quarters 

he became acquainted with Sir.Thomas Skipwith j who being 

a Iharer in a theatrical patent, though little concerned in the 

gonduft of it, young Vanbrugh Ihcwcd him the outlines of 

two plays ; and Sir Thomas encouraged him to finilh " The 

**Rclapfc," which, being a^ed in -1697, fuccceded beyond 

^heir warmed expectations, placed Vaiibrugh in a high degree 

pf reputation, and ilimulatcd him (.under the patronage of 

JordllaJifax-) to complete his "Provoked Wife;" which 

•was fuccefsfully brought out at. Lincoln's Inn Fields In 169^^. 

Though both thrfe comedies met with greater applaufc than 

jhc author expected, yet neither of them «wanted enemies ; 

and one of them is faid to verity the obfen'ation of Pope, 

" That Van. wants grace, who never wanted wit." 

Jn the fame year, 169S, he. brought out his comedy of 

*< iEfop," which was ajJttd at.Drury Lane, and contains 

fnuch general fatlre and uitful morality. [A pretty fable 

from this comedy may be liicn in p. 344.] " The Faifc 

• <' Friend,", hip next comedy, came out iu 173*. During the 

, ATvL. ly. Z ' reign 
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Ungrateful miflrefs of a heart, 

Which I fo freely gave j 
Though weak yoor b6w^» though VlUSt fMor duty 

1 foon refign'd your flare. 

l^or was I wetry of younreiga. 

Till you a tyrant grew. 
And feem'd regardlefs of my pi&t 

As Nature feeih'd of you. 

Whea 

reign of queen Anne, he received the hononr of Im^hthoody 
and enjoyed for fome years the office of CUrenclenz king at 
arms. By king George I. he was appointed furveyor of the 
works at Greenwich Hofpital in Attgoft 1716 ; and was like- 
wife made comptroller-general of his majefty's works, and 
iiirveyor of the gardens and waters. On a vifit to France, his 
eurioiity and natural tafte exciting him to uke a funrey of the 
fortifications in that kingdom, he was taken notice of hy an 
engineer, fccured by authority, and carried to The Baftile^ 
where his confinement was fo much foftened by humanityf 
that he amofed himfelf by drawing rude draughts of fomeco* 
medies. This circumftance ralfed fuch curi6fity at Paris, 
that he was vifited by iereral of the noblefle, and by their 
means procured his liberty before any folicitation for it came 
from England. Sir John Vanbrugh had intereft enough ta 
raifc a fubfcriptlon of thirty perfoas of quality, at looL each, 
for building a ftately theatre in The Hay Market ; on the firft 
ftonc that was laid of this theatre was infcribcd the words 
LITTLE WHIG, as a complimcnt to a celebrated beauty, the 
loaft and pride of that party. The houfe being finiihed ia 
1706, it was put by Mr. Bctterton and his aflbciates under the 
management of Sir John Vanbrugh and Mr, Cengreire, in 

hdpes 
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When thoufands with unerring eyes 

Your beauty would decry» 
What graces did my love devtfe» 

To give their truths the lie ? 

To every grove I told your charms. 

In you my heaven I plac'd, 
Propoiing pleafures in your arms» 

Which none but 1 could taAe^ 

For 

hopes of retrieving tliclr defperate fortunes ; Uut their cxpec-* 
tations were too fanguine. The new theatre was •pened with 
a tranflated opera, fct to Italian mufic, called " The Tri- 
^' umph of Love," which met with a cold reception. ** The 
*' Confederacy" was almoit immediately after produced by Sir 
John, and afted with more fuccefs than fo licentious a pei^ 
formance deferved, though lefs than it was entitled to if con- 
lidered merely with rcfpeA to its dramatic merit. The pro- 
fpef^s of the theatre being unpromiiing, Mr. Congreve gave 
Dp his (hare and intereft wholly to Vanbrugh ; who, being 
now become r<^ manager, was under a necefiity of exerting 
himfelf. Accordingly, in the fame feafon, he gave the pvb* 
lick three other imitations from the French ; viz. i. ** Tht 
«• Cuckold in Conceit ;" i, « Squire Trecloby ;" and, 3. 
<* The Miftake." The fpacioufnefs of the dome in the new. 
theatre, by preventing the adors from being diftinftly heardy 
was an inconvenience not to be furmounted ; and an union 
of the two companies was projefted. Sir John, tired of the 
bufinefs, djfpofed of his theatrical concerns to Mr. Owen 
Swinney, who governed the ftage till another great revolution 
burred. Our author's lail comedy, ** The Journey to 
« London," which was left imperfea, was finiibed to great 
Z 2 ad- 
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For me t' admire, at fuch a rate, 

So damn\l a face, will prove 
You have as little caufe to hate, 

As 1 had caufe to love. 

DI A- 

advantage by Mr. Clbbcr ; who takss notice in the prologue 
of Sir John's virtuous intcurion in composing this piece, to 
make amends for fcenes written in the lire of youth. lie 
fcemcd fenfible indeed of this, when in 1725 he altered an 
exceptionable fcene in " The Provoked Wife," by putting 
into the mouth of a woman of quality what before had been 
fpoken by a clergyman ; a chai::ge which removed from him 
the imputation of prophaneacfs. He died of a quinfcy, at his 
houfe at Whitehall, March 26, 1726 ; and has left behind 
him monuments of fame which can never perilh but with 
tafle and politenefs. He lived cileemcd by all his acquain- 
tance, and <dicd without leaving one enemy to reproach his 
memory. Mr. Walpolc,* in his " Anecdotes of Painting," 
vol. III. p. 152, fays, " However partial the court was to 
" Vanbrugh, every body was not fo blind to his defeats. 
** Swift ridiculed both his -own diminutive houfe at Whitehall, 
** and the flupendous pile at Blenheim. Of the firft he fays> 

* At length they in the rubbilh fpy 

* A thing refcmbling a goofe-pye.' 
** And of the other, 

* That if his Grace were no more ikill'd la 

* The ait of battering walls than building, 

* Wc might expect to Ire next year 

* A moufe-trap-man chief enr;,ineer.* 

" Thus far i\\^ fitti' i/l was well fo:<r]ded'y party rage warp^'d 
"his undeiilanding, when he ccnfurcd Vanbrugh's plays, 
^ and Jefc him no more judgcineiit to fee their beauties, than 

*' Sir 



DIALOGUE,' IN THE RELAPSE, 
BY SIR JOHN VANBRU.GH. 

1C.U P X D. 

^TpHOU bane to my Empire, thou fpring of conteft, 
-■■ Tkou fource of ?ill 4ifcord, thou perioJ to rcftj 
In{lru6t.me what wretches in bondage can fee. 
That the aim of their life is flill pointed to thee. 

* • H YM B K. 

J.nftruft me, thou littk tmp^iitincnt Gofl, 

l^roni whence all thy fubjf|61^. have; taken the mode 

To grow fond of a ahangfi to \yhatever it be; 

And ril tell thee why thofe. would be bound, who are free* 

CHORUS. 

For change, we *rc foV change, to whatever it .be, 
We are neither contented vvith freedom nor thce» 
; Confiancy's an empty found ; 

Heaven, and earth, and all go round ; 

All'thc work sbf nature move j 

And the joys of life and love 
Are in variety. 

*' Sir John had, when he perceived not that they were 
■ '« the only beauties he was formed to corapofc ** — This 
v: polite writer, perhaps, was not aware of the handfomc apo- 
logy Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope have made, in the joint preface 
to their MifctUanics : " In regard to two perfons only we 
<* wilh o:ir raillery, though ever fo render, or i efentment, 
** though ever fo jult, had not been indulged. We fpeak. of 
*/ Sir John Vanbrugh, who was a man of w i, and of honour; 
*< and of Mr. Addlfon, whofe name dcfcrves all relpcA from 
« every lover of learning" N. 

Z 3 c \i -^ ^.\i- 
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CUPID. 
Were Love the reward of a pains-taking life^. 
Had a huiband the art to be fond of his wife | 
Were Yirtne fo plenty, a wife could afibrd^^ 
I'hcfe Tery hard times, to be true to her lord } 
Some fpecious account might be given of thofe 
Who are ded by the tail, to be led by the no(e« 
But fure 'tis the fate of a man and his wife, 
To confume all their days in contention and (hife t 
Since, whatever the bounty of Heaven may create her. 
He 's morally fure he ihall heartily hate her; 
I think 'twere much V0et to ramble at large. 
And the volleys of Love on the herd to dikhaige. 

H r M B N. 
Some colour of reafon thy couofel might bear. 
Could a man have no more than his wife to his ihare | 
Or were I a Monarch fo cruelly juft, 
To oblige a poor wife to be true to her tnift : 
But I have not pretended, for many years pad. 
By marrying of people, to make them grow chafte. 
I therefore advife thee to let me go on, 
Thou'd End I'm the fhrength and fupport of thy throne; 
For badft tliou but eyes, thou wouldfl quickly perceive it. 
How fmoothly the dare 
Slips into the heart 
Of a woman that 's wed ; 
Whilft the ihivering maid 
Stands trembling, and wifiiing, but dare not receive it. 

CHORUS. 

~ For change, &c. 

SONG, 
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SaNG, IN THE RELAPSE. 
MY SIR JOBKVAKBRUGH^ 

^T Smile at Love, and all its aitsif 
•■■ The charming Cynthia cried f 
^ Take heed^ for Love has piercing dartSy" 
A wounded Avain replied* 

, *^ Once, free and bleft as you are nowr 

I trifled with his charms;. 
I pointed at his little bow. 

And fported with his arms : 
Till,' urg'd too flu:, *' Revenge !" he cries^ 

A fated (haft he drew ; 
It took its paflage through your eyes,. 

And to my heart it flew. 

To tear it thence, I tried in vain ; 

To ftrive, I quickly found. 
Was only to increafe the pain,, 

And to enlarge the wound.. 
Ah! much too well« I fear, you know 

What pain I 'm to endure. 
Since what your eye» alone could do, 

Your heart alone can cure. 
And that (grant, Heaven,! may miflake.1): 

I doubt is doom'd to bear 
A burden for another's fake, . 

Who in rewards its care." 

Z4 JABLE, 
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FA»tB, BY -SIR JOHN yANBR,V€H. 
. FROM THE COMEDY OjFJESdP^ 

The Beau obfervcB to ^fop, "It is very Well; it as very 
** well, old fpark; It is very well; becaufe I haa't a pair 
<< of plaid fhoesy and a dirty ihirt, yoja think •a»,'womaa 
** won't venture upon me for a huibanc^- r— Wjiy now to 
** Ihew you, old father, how little you philofophers know 
'* of the ladies, I'll tell you an adventure of a friend o£ 
'< mine : 

A Band, a Bob-wig, and a Feath^i- . 
^^ Attacked a Lady's heart together : 
Tlie Band, in a moft learned plea. 
Made up of deep philofophy. 
Told her, if fhe would pleafc to wed 
A reverend beard, and take, inftead. 

Of vigorous youth. 

Old folemn truth, • 
With books, and morals, into bed. 
How happy fhe would be. 

The Bob, he talk*d of management. 
What wondrous bleflings Heaven fent 
On care, and pains, and induftry j 
And truly he mufi: be fo free. 
To own he thought your airy beaux. 
With povvder'd wigs, and dancing (hoes. 
Were good for nothing (mend his foul !} 
But prate and talk, and play the fooU 

lie 
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He faid, 'twas wealth .ga,y.0 joy. and mirthy 
And that to b^ thg. (l^areft wife- 
Of one;^ho1alx)u^d.all hislife ;. ./^ 
To make a mine of gol4 jmskOwji,-, ,; -, 
And not fpend r];tr.pen.9e w^e9«^e*4,dQne| 
Was'H^s^ven.yp^j^earjrh* ; •. 

When thefe two blades had done, d'ye fee>. 

* -|'!PJiqrF^tVfep j(a& it-injghf f)&;«ne). ^ ^ „ ^ .jj,. 

Steps out, fir, from behind the ikreen^ 

•^tvithTuch an airahid ru^ i'mifth : ' ' ^'- 

.,|L-opk.;you, oRgentlcniiajal,;in ftort, ,- -^ ,r- 

. JJiy J quickly fpoil'd the ft^efmaa's fport. ; ,' *, 

. R prov'd fuch funihijie weatiw^ 
: IHhat. ycea muil know,, at die firft beck,. 
The lady leap-d about hisLneck, . J J. 

•;/ iA/'fad off they went together;". ■ 7/ 

iV'-lf' ■■ ■ ■ : :. .... " • :"j 

ONQ/ IN. THE PJLOYOKED Wnrg; 

^T;rr'HAT apoth<?r't)flate ' '-'^ 

j^ ^ • Have they kept in- the ftatt j ' ■ . • ' 

AUbtit fetting our confcierices free J - > 

A'bottre has more • • :■■ : '. .' C 

' ''Brfpenfations in (lore, 
Than the king and tlie ftate can decree, ' 

. - .When Ti^y head's. fviJUi of jvi^e,. , j.; ;. 

. jI ^'«rflow with defigii, ,. 

And know no penal Uws that can curb me« : *> 
. .-.Whate'er.I.devife. ?. / 

Seems good in my eyes,, . . - , . j /.j 

. And Religion ne'er dares to difturb mc« 

* ''^ No 
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No faucy remorfis 

Intrades in my cottrfby 
Kor imperananc notkuis of ml$ 

So tbere 's diret in (I0K9 

In peace I Ve my whore. 
And in peace I jog on t»dit detiL 

TO 8STH BISBOF OF SARUBt 
BY DR. W O QD P OR D^. 1679. 

liyriNDFUL^ whence fiift ihe karat die eaily ddll^ 
^^^ In humble ftntns Almighty love to fing; 

. And then of her, to whom ihe her woiks does briog,. 
The churchy and coUedge, both whofe names Initil 

lake fentimentSy and ihail Fame's records fill 
Widi worthies, fit to employ the nobleft filing 
Ot Heaven-tun'd verfe, and almc^ tire its wing,. 
To bear them, hence tranflaud, up its hill : 

My Mufe to you, my LcMrd, and your great name. 
This legend of the one and t'other love, 
(As different as their ends and natures prove). 

Doubly infcribes; that thence her purer flame 
To Heaven, fo ofifer'd, may more grateful rife |^ 
The groCTer parts be wood for th' facrifice. 

♦ See above, p. 261.— This Sonnet is taken from a collec- 
don of Dr. Woodford's poems annexed by him in 1679 '* ^ 
•* Ptraphraf« on the Canticles." The " Voyage** * is there 
alfo printed very differently front the copy of it wnich I hm 
taken from J^ryden. K* 

ADDI- 
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ADDITIONAL REMARKS and CORRECTIONS^ 

V O L r M £ I. 

F, 4. /*// ^ n Thraeian, kc. J One mty go ipto « conntrj* 
withoat being tne of it. There it rery little merit in fol» 
lowing himy if (he if not liable to be drowned^ and if ihe it 
£ire of becoming a confteliation ; which is more fnitable talk 
for Orid's ladies tha& a modem Chriftian. Saibrs are not 
apt to pray on looking at ftars ; and there is no reaibn frqia 
4lie account in the Bible to believe thuc Jonas was pleaded 
with his hofty or vice verjk, 

P. S. Loop to the winds f Sec.} Lady Sarah B. was obferved 
to negleA her drefs for fome time before (he retired* 

P. i6. 1. 26. r. << Ah, Phyllisy if you would not loft 
" The fhepheid, do not hear/* 

P. 18.L 20. PerfioHs of the fit,'} In the Speftator^ft timcj 
the pit was the feat of criticifm.. 

P. Z9»Li5./i«'j much wanner hamsi} Cattle act not 
fond of the fun, but feek fhade* 

P. 20. L 8w r. '^ Some favourite clown." >^ L. 27. He that 
lives the ioi^efty dies hut youfig,'] He that lives the longeft, 
lives but a very ihort time in comparifon with 2 much longer 
period) or eternity : but this is not dying young. A womn 
out young debauchee may be old; i. e. have many of.'thifr^ 
complaints of old age : but no really old man dies likea^. 
gorous blooming young man, in full ftrength of body and per* 
fedion of fenfes and underftanding. V. Barzillai and David. 

P. 21. Theocritusi in the burden of his charm^ conibmtly 
nfes Inyx, which is our bird called Wryneck. 

P. 24. L 15. r. ** The bve, that lecch-likei" Ice 

?.29» 
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P,29. 1. T5. Dr. Chetwood is here inaccurate. Tliougi 
London ha:h cnvelorcd fcveral villagers, yet it doth nctac- 
ccr»y one whole county. — In th-? cote, !. 5, 6. r. ** and oa<I 
** been cha-la::i 10 the Englilh forces in Flavidcrs uniler the 
** car! of Marrhorocgr. " Sec p. 7?; and aiJ to it, "He was 
reitor of RiCw-tQn Magiva ar.d Rldn^tcn Parva in GlouCfftcr- 
Ihirc ; was burled at Ten^.pstbrc in BedforJihire (where he hU 
an eftate), with this infcrij'tion : " Kr.ightley Chervkowlri 
«( cjre^ius fane et (in^ularis vir, ingeaio adeo fublimi etfe- 
** nufto, adco dlvir.is et hummis l.tcrii cxculto, ut nihil ru,»ra. 
** Ecclefijr '?t j atrise amlciniir.us, catholicae fid;.*i rig'dus Acr* 
** vator. Imn-^rtalitaten adivit, annum cxigciis fcxagefimua 
** oAavum, tertio nonac April ;s, 1720. 

Three (ingle S^r.nons by Dr. CKetwood are in print, one; 
under the t'.tk of " S<jlomoc's Choice," preached at Eton 
College, 1 70c, 4to; 2. " PracVical Goodnefs on Chrillian 
** Princi;ic5/' on S^-ital TucTJav, 1702, 4to j and the third 
(on I Kini^iii. 19.) 171c, 410. 

P. 30. 1. 2. Frith mC. il k ';!•.» uKuKnakz.'] At that tin; 
Frith and Py:n xwu: fv) c^A.v.^-wt hjiWdcvs. Theoneua 
too ra.'defl: to pcrj.'cate liis r.amv-, the otktr gave Ms to F'.:'o 
fir(ct n'::-.r Skvj Iqv.r.r:. A:\ J i he fiiciul, f join whom I re- 
ceived ch's p.tc, v.'.;o !:.r, i' .:v.^ \.r.\d In lliai llrcet, has in iiis 
p)Fi.luon an a{ri|v;-,m. nt fi-.n R;.faJ F.iiO and .Wu'I^wi ?vw, 
dated Jan. z'^f ^'^79? •>"• v^'n oh the f .rr.ur ii, llyh-d •* citizen 
*^ and brlck-hiycr o'" Londor;," and the i.ittcrr " ot St. Martin 
*^ in the Pii!c!:i, remit man." The iliuare above mentioned 
is there alfo ({ylcd Fr.'ib j^ua^-t : it was afterwards Kiog 
fnnarc, ai.il a c<v,n-t in it llili retains that name, 

P. 30. The thl;-d frauza contains a L^Ood puture of Wohey's 
houfckccping. 

r.s". 
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P. 31. 1. I. It is a very curious faft that they ihould build 
churches^ which cannot now he whitcwaihed w/Viji^, without 
fettlng a parilh in a flame, 

P, 33. 1. 7. r. " proud nymph, there anc.** 
P. 34 1. 15. r. " May the world," &c. 
P, 35.1. 6. r. " wondering field." 

P. 42. On this poem it has been obfer\'cd, that '^ no 
" Scholar died, but his Epitaph proclaimed that he was, 
« Poita, Orator ckgantiff, dijcrtijf, Tbeohg. prcefiautiffl &c. ' 
*' Nor is it true in any fenfe, however qualified, that Athens 
** and Rome ever had iuch a finilhcd poet as Waller." 

P. 43. note.y 1. 4. without a deg'ce.] This is, and was more, 
the jcal'e pt moft fcllow-jcommoners or gentlemen, till now 
that a vote for members of parliament becomes an objcft d£ 
the fmaller nobility. — L. 6. r. " Oratiohe.' 

P. 44. His contemporaries certainly faw Chat Waller had 
foffincJ our tongue (fee p. 129); yet it has been obferved 
that the writers fomc time before were fmooth and harmo- 
nious. See an attempt to refine and poliih the Englifh laa- 
guage, by Sir Tliomas Smith, fo early as (^Elizabeth's time. 
Biog. Brit. VI. I. 3716 [E], and an Harmonious Ode by Shp 
H. Wotton, VI. 4351 [DD]. and Dean Percy's . « Rcliques." 
p. 44. note. See a remarkable anecdote of the mother of 
Lord Rullbl, Gcntlema»'s Magazine^ I779> P« 354* 
P. 45. 1. 14. r. " when moil high." 

Xbid. 1. 14. The poet will have enough to do, to perfuade 
Us, that thcfe qualities, if true, however quaintly he may 
^xprcfs them, " Ijarangue and talk," are not infinitely above 
** to fing." 

P. 47. When in Bedlam, Lee • was vifited by Sir Roger 
X^'Eftrange ; who faid, " I believe you don't recolledk me, 
** Mr. Lcc." He replied, " Yes, I do very well— 

« Faces 
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** Faces maj miter, names cant change ; 

« I 'm/rw^ Lu alter*dy yon are ftUl L'Eftrange.'* 
See more of Lee, Btog. Brk. VL 2913. 

P* 50. L 13. fTbtm /— ] This feems a happy imkadoD of 
Ori^ : but is weakened hj what follows. 

P. 51. This poem is pretty, hot the title of it is inaccvrate. 
«< The Snuff of a Candle" doth not properly gtre the idea of 
s candk near apon going ovt ; nor do the two firft lines ef 
the poem cxprefs what they ihoald ; nor the laft ftanza of 
the fang in p. 51. 

P, 53. I did not know, when this chapter of Mrs. 
Wharton's fine Paraphrafe was printed, that ihe had finilhe^ 
•the LaflMOtations in the fame manner. The other chapten 
ihall find an early place in the fifth v^me. 

<I«,'9. r. •* now tum'd thy foes." 1 

L. 24* r* "^^ af'y ^^^^ hunted harts, become 

<< Breathleft and faint," &c. 
ip, 54. 1. 13. r.'** her end fo nigh :" 

:Ibid. L 19* r. " Even the heathen, of whom God had faid 
« They (hould not, in her holy temple tread." 

P. 57. 1* 14. r. ** the Crcfccnt in decay ?" i. c. the Mabo- 
.jnetaa ftandard ; fee p. 106 and i io.<— L. to. r. ^< fin^ fne." 

Xn the note, 1. 5. add, ** if any challenge can be called fo. 
3f private perfons were to take their own revenge for wrongs, 
there would be no ftop." 

P. >6o. •wtt, Jacob probably miftook Eton for Weftminfter. 

P.* 3. Frei-fiimg ffirit.] Old Ben filled his glaf$/rf*^. 
See Leges Coaviviales over the chimney-piece in the gretf 
room of the Devil Tavern. 

P. 64. L 13. " Thcfe times, thus living," &c. 

L. 17. Things cmnmoHj &c.] An obfcure imitation of 
Horace, <' Difficile eft pr^prie communla dicere." 

P. 69. 
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Y. 69. 1. x6. Ukt atrii^'golti} The piece of gold gifcn t» 
« fotr perfoB by the King at the healing. 

P. 70. 1. 7. Some iUmim,2 Meaning nom generally htd» 

P. 74* iio##* The left gate, truatn — Satpe finiftrS csvjl pnD» 
4ixic ab ilice cornix — SI mens tam laeva fuiflet. 

P. 75. The duke faid, ^ he would not exchange 1i« deaA 
^< foRy for any living one in England." 

P. 7S. 1. 14. r. "* The more with Heneiiles ftepdame'* aeew 

P. 85. L x6. The Nile runs dtte North and Scmth^ ib does 
not run vfitb the fun. 

P. 86. note, L 4. r. ** (ht has given both in a play and m a 
^ norel." The intelligence (he gave was of the Dutch defiga 
to bum our fleet ; and it afterwards appealed that her intel- 
ligence was well-founded. 

P. 87. mae. L 7. r. •* fiftcr-fn-law^ 1. c. hif Wife's fifler,** 

P. 89. note, r. *^ gendcman-commoner*' 

P. 90. The ihorty but ^apreffive, charafter of ShalLipeaie 
deems to confirm his not having had learning. 

P^ 93. Add to note, ** aged 95.'' 

P. 96. Dr. Jofanfon, in his 37th RamUer^ has given this 
Tery rational definition of Pafioral Poetry : ** Paftoral, beiag 
^ the reprsfeatationvof an A^ion or PafioDi by its effe^ on 
** a Country Life^ has nothing peculiar but its confiaemenc 
** to Rural Imagery, without which it ceafes to he PaftoraL" 
A fimplicity>of ftyle may, perhaps, he equally neceflary. 

P. 104. L II. ^ mournful bou/eJJ For his father, who 
lulled himfelf for him, and through hh miftakc 

P. 112. tiote. Promontories, ftill called ib, perhaps, as little 
iflands { Sheer- nefs, Oxford-ncfs, Foul-neft, &c. 

P. 120. note. 1. 5. r. ^ The Tragedies of the laft age con* 
-^ fidered and examined by the praftice of the Antients, and 
^ by the common ienfe of all ages. In jl Letter to Fleetwood 
^Me^beardfBS^," ?9inl.2d<ikdm. <<A ibort View of 

** Tragedy I 



«• tragedy; itswginal, cjCcellcncy, and corraptum/ ,Wii% 
** fome reflcAlons on Shak,cfpcare and other prsdittrooers-ibr 
<« th^ iUgo. Koth by Mr. Rytner, Serv-ani; to .th/jir Ma* 
** j«ftie$.*' He publiftied, in folio, « A Poem on ^heJUri^ 
** of Queen Mary, Feb. 12, 1689." 
J*. 121. 1. 13. r. ".bcam'd around the chair. . ; 

P. 122. 1. 29. This line fiiggcfts what appears -ftrapge, » 
tlvn Waller Ibm^ld be celebrated for politene<*s,r an4 yet ihic 
tl^c o«ly two bon motsoi his on record Ihould both be extrcmc^T 
rude. That to king Charles II. (in regard to kis poem on 
diver Crom well) is well known, and might calUy and indcwi 
o^ght to have been avoided. . His reply to the obfeTvatlDn of 
king James II. that " oucen Elizabeth's wifdom was owing 
« to her council,*' was equally rernarkablc — << And whea 
<« did -year majclly ever know a fooUlh prince chufc » wile 
-'* counfellor ?" 

P. 117. 1. 18. r. « robb'd." ; 

P. 130. 1. 7. See vol. III. p. ,3 12. 

P. 131. I. 4. To make tree?^ as old as the creation, look 
green and flourllhiji^, is one of the many errors of Facta enMi 
in Ilifioria NaturaJi, See IVIr. Aikin, ' 

P. 1 34. note. Strike out ** or Attick." • • . ' 

P.. 144. 1. 2Q. r. " Too Manfyy" alluding ,to the principal' 
character in the ** Plain-dealer." l 

P. 146. 1. 14. Hercules Pi/Iars] A not uncommon alehoufe. 
fign. 

P. T47. 1. q. Better, " Since Water, Earth, and more,"S:c 

-P. 1 54. Sir Robert Ho;vard's poem on the " Fear of 
*' Dea.h" is printed in vol. III. p. 330. Four good lines ofl 
this fybicci, by the fame writer, may befeen in vol. I. p. i6;« 

P. 156. I. 4. If this alludes it> his killing in a due 1 the carl 
of Sarcwiuury, whole wife, dicil as a page, held the duke's- ■ 
hoi;(c, there was littie cyurag^ or innocence in i;hat bufmcfs. ■ 
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p. 157. 1. 8. Layer f means the place where he laid down- 
^Whcn cattle lay down well, they are faid to take their /ay 
or layer well. 

P. 170. w/.'. 1.6. r. «M A." 

P. 172. The celebrated " Saltibuiy Ballad'* will be printed . 
in vol. V. 

P. 174. 1. 2. puxxle.'] Altered by the author to welcome* 

P. 182. note, 1. 8. r. "Sir Carr Scrope." — The perfon of 
quality was lord Mulgrave; not Villiers duke of Buckingham^ 
•^5 has been by fome fuppofed. The poem by Dryden, which, 
is mentioned in thelaft line, I havefince recovered; and have 
-printed it in vol. 11. p. 92. 

P. 186. 1. 6. that bung* twixf hell (ind heaven'] T&Kcly {aid 
•of Mahomet's coffin. 

P. 187. 1. 6. Hence the price of admiflion into the boxes 
appears to have been then four {hillings. 

P. 189. 1. 21. r. " whoop and hollow." 

P. 195. The MSS: of the dutchefs of Newcaftle, I am in- 
formed, were given to St. John's college, Cambridge, where 
lier hulband had been a member; and where they are now to 
1)6 found in good order. See what Granger fays of her^ vol. 
IV. p. 60. 

P. 207. 1. 12. r. " What ihc with reafon thought 
" A certain pleafure, Sec. 

P. 208. 1. 26. r. " To reach thofc bays," &c. 

P. 210. In Dryden's King Arthur, is, a fong by Mr, 
Howe, <* You fay, 'tis Love creates the pain," &c. 

P. 218. I. ult r. *^ to bear-out," i. e endure to the end, 

P. 230. note. 1. 6. r. « M. A." 
• P. Z'^i.^thejcalyjicck'] This is another inftance of Pott4^ 
errans in h'lfloria natural}. Seals are bahyy not^a^.— Of Arif* 
tseus, fee vol. II. p. 58. 

P. 233. 1. 6. r. " flew to hear the fong,'* 

Vo L. XV. A * P, %i^ 
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P. 236. Mr. Granger feems to have caught his idea of 
lord Falkland from the traits of his ingenious friend Mr. 
Walpole; who declares, " There never was a ftronger in- 
" ftance of what the magic of words and the art of an Hifto- 
•' rian can efFcft, than in the charafter of this Lord, who 
** feems to have been a virtuous well-meaning man, with a 
" moderate underftanding ; who got knocked on the head 
" early in the civil war, becaufe it boded ill j and yet, by 
*' the happy folemnity of my lord Clarendon's diftion, lord 
" Falkland is the favourite pcrfonage of that noble w^ork." 
Royal and Noble Authors, vol. II. p. 216. The whole cha- 
racter is well worth attention ; though too long for the pre- 
fent purpofe — A picture of Lord Falkland, with that of 
Lord Stafford, hangs in the mafter's lodge at St. John's Col- 
lege, Cambridge. It is believed that he was a member of that 
college : but there is no certain evidence of it, as the regiftcr 
k©oks begin a few years later. 

P. 249. 1. 5. r. " His men,*' &c. 

P. 251;. Tortune-plots.'] The Fortune playhoufc, near White- 
trofs-ftreet, which had belonged to the celebrated Edward 
AUryn, who rebuilt it. Dodfley's Old Plays, IX. 175.— 
The Mermaid was not a playhoufe; but a tavern often men- 
tioned by Ben Jonfon, where he ufed frequently to write. 

P. 261. 1. II, 12. r. "ftrike'' and " enflame." 

P. 273. 1. 4. pycd hood'] What at Cambridge is called the 
white hood, is lUik lined with luh-te, 

P. 275. 1. 25. r. " the life's heat clings about the heart." 

VOLUME IL 

P. 7. Tate publilVied " A Colleaion of Poems by fcvcr»l 

«< hands, 1685;" and alfo a colle^Vion of " Loyal Poems." 

P. J 6. note, r. " Connexion of Roman and Saxon boins." 

P. 54. I tind, (ince this page was printed, the Loory de- 

ic/ibed, in Dr. Goldfmith's ** Animated Natures/* as a p»r- 

4 rtt 
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rot of a fpccles pcrfc^Uy white* Lady Giftard's feems to liave 
been of a different fpecies. 

P. 144. The jfion whom the carl of Mulgrave fatirizes 
might poilibly be Lor</-^o». — There was much later dLti^ntbofy 
AJlon^ an itinerant player, author of many humorous fcencsy 
and one play, called " Love in a Hurry, a Comedy, 1 709.*' 
And fee Mufical Mifcellany L 161. 

P. 156. 1. 25. r. " Mania." 

P. 161. H'itey 1. 13. r. " Eglintoun." 

P. 170. 1. 23. r. " rich Sidonian." 

P. 183. note^ 1. 17. " wrote the prologue." 

P. 189, 199. Dauly, better known by the name of Dahl, 
was really a painter of eminence and pra«i\icc. While he was 
drawing Archbilhoj) Wake's p'£ture, Bilhop Sherlock, who 
was fitting by him, and was remarkably plain (as defcribed 
by Mrs. Pilkington), faid, " JVIr. Dahl, I have often had my 
« plfture drawn, but it never has been like." To which 
the painter replied, " So much the better, my Lord." D. 

P. 303, lafl line, r. ** mourn mc dead.'' 

P. 334. 1. 24. r. " on Venice." 

VOLUME III. 
P. 19. 1 now find that the " Bibliotheca" was the produftioa. 
<»f another writer. Inftead of A'/^j;-, ihcrefore, read Newcmnb, 
to all the notes. — Thomas Ncwcomb, M A. (fon of a worthy 
clergyman in Hcrefordlhirc-, and great grand fon by his mo- 
ther's fide to the famo'is Spcnfcr) was educated at Corpus 
Chrifti College, 0.\f')-J j and was chaplain to the fecond duke 
6f Richmond, and redor of Sto;^ham in SufTex, near his 
Grace's fe5r. — Befides the " Bibro.hcc.i," he was author 
of feveral poems of merit; particularly of *' The laft Judg^v 
" mcni of Men and Anjel*, a poem in iwclvi- books, «fror 
A a 2. << tbtf 



8$6 ADDITIONAL REMARKS 

" the manni?r of Milton, 172 3,"^ folio, adorned with a finft^ 
metzotinto portrait; of a poem, which Jacob commends,. 
** To her late Majefty Queen Anne,, upon the Peace of 
<* Utrecht;'* " An Ode to the Memory of Mr. Rowc;** 
and another,. " to the memory of the Coutttefs of Berkeley,*' 
He aWb. tranflated fever^l of Addlfon's Latin pocnjs j 
and Philips's Ode to Mr. St. John, Englllh Poets,, -vol. 
XXI. p. 29. 

P. 44. It fince appears that Mrs. Wharton (wife to Thomas. 
Wharton, efqj- before he fucccedcd to a peerage)- is the fame 
whofe poems are printed in thefe volumes. Her article in 
the General Bi£tionary is a ihort one ; hut the notes on it 
contain two letters from her to her huiband, and twelve froitt 
t>r. Burnet to Mrs. Wharton. The marquis's fecond wife 
had alfo poetical abilities,, as will, appear in vol. V. p. 10. 
A fmall epigram by the marquis is prefcrvcd in the Supple- 
ment to Swift. 

p. 105. wte, 1. 8. f, " Earl." 

P. 118. 1 have been favoured with fome valuable unpnb- 
liihed poems of Dr. Evans, too late for the prefent publica- 
tion ; they fhall be printed in the next volume. 

P. 161. Dr. Evans * on Blenheim* reminds me of Lord 
Chcfterfield telling Geo. Wady, after Lord Burlington had 
built him a houfe in Burlington Gardens, with a moH el^ant 
front, but very inconvenient within, that he did not make 
the proper ufe of it. * How fo,. my l^rd ? I live in it.'— 
*f True," fays the Earl ; " but, if I were you, I would take 
*« a houfe over againft it, to admire that beautiful front." D. 

P. 207. Mr. Foxton was author of " The Tower,.** a de- 
fcriptive poem, printed in the Whartoniana. 

P. 263. That Martin Parker was a real charaftcr, is plain 
from " The Nightingale warbling forth her awn difafter; 

"or 



ON THEmiRD VOLUME. 35?* 
" or the Rape of Philoftdk. Nowlir wHtten in Engliflircrft* 
*<■ By Martin Parker. London 1652.*' 8vt»* 

P. 3^2. note. r. ** Nc*cr to tfe^ft ttafmbtrs,** Jtt:.. 

VOLUME' tV. 

P. 65. Befides Dr. Brady's Sermon^, t have now by me 
three others on St. Caecilia's day ; one, by Ralph Battel!,, 
fub-dean of their majeftles chapel royal, 1^93 i Dr. Hick- 
man's In 1695; one by S. Eftwick,.B. D. in 1696, when tW 
meeting was held on Nov. 27 ; Dr. Brady's was in 1697% 
Bound up with thefe is,, a Sermon preached at Tiverton In 
Devon, by John Newton,: M. A, rector of Tiverton, fome 
time fellow of Baliol CoUegCj Oxford, Sept. 13, 1696, or^. 
occafionofan organ's being erected in the pariih-charch ^ 
** the firft organ erefted in that diocefe (out of the city) af- 
" ter the great rebellion had deftroyed the ufe. of them m*. 
" many places." 

P. 167. This poem is very pof^bly by J..l*hiHps, the ne- 
phew of Milton. See p. 283. 

H. 199. The name of Toulding this writer is faid to have 
changed, euphonia gratia , by a poetical licence only,. iiitO' 
Tfl!dcn. He was dojjieftic chaplain to tHe famous Bp. Sauil— 
derfoD, and for many years vice principal, of Magdalen^ 
Hall. 

P. 286. An adizc fermon by Dr. Broome^ 1737, 4to. witlr 
one earlier fmgle fermon by him, is in print. 

P. 304. In the <»' Supplement to Swift's Works," 1 have 
taken fome pains to colleft fuch particulars of his life anct * 
character as had efcaped the notice of former editors ; an<I'. 
am happy to find that my labours have been favourably ac- 
cepted.' If they furnilh any new lights to future Biogra- 
phers, and particularly if they fugged a tingle hint to the- 
bright luminary of Englilh literature, I (hall receive my beft 

rewacd« 
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reward.— >One ftrlking anecdote, which has been communica- 
ted to me lince that publication, is fo remarkable, that I /hall 
infert it hrre : it is extracted from a letter of Dr. Charles Da- 
Tenant, dated Sept. 22, to his fon Harry, fecretary and 
charg6 d'affairs for Qj^ Anne at Francfort. ** I defire you 
'* to deliver the inclofed to Col. Parks (aid-de-camp to the 
** Duke of Marlborough). The chief fubjcA of it is to be- 
** ipeak his kindnefs for my coufn Sivlft to be his chaplain 
*' againft he has a regiment. My coulin has gained immor- 
** tal honour by having had the principal hand in a book lately 
** publifhed, called The TaU of a Tub, which has made as 
** much noife, and is as full of wit, as any book, perhaps 
•' that has come out thefe laft hundred years.** It needs not 
be added that the application was unfuccefsful. To the duke 
of Marlborough, however, Swift (who without fcruple " li- 
*' belled the whole junto round**) appears to have entertained 
no animolity. The refufal probably was noble j and Swift's 
cbnduft to the duke was equally liberal. He difiiked his 
principles; but ** prevented many hard things being faid of 
*' him.** And in the Journal to Stella, Jan, 8, 1711-12,* it 
appears the duke defired nothing fo much as to contrive fome 
■way how to foftcn Dr. Swift j who fays, " Thofe things that 
*' were hardeft againft him were not written by me. And I 
** am furc, now he is down, 1 (hall not trample on him : al- 
** though I love him not, I diflike his being out.** 

P. 320. Mr. Milbourne publilhed 31 (ingle Sermons, be- 
tween 1682 and 1720. 

END OF THE FOURTH VOLUME. 
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